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A TALE, pu 

IN the golden age of monkiſh ſway over 
the wills and underſtandings of men; 
when the cowled head was the only re- 
poſitory of the ſecrets of Omniſcience; 
when the glance of a laic behind the 
God, and all his knowledge was acs | 
counted - contraband, and derived from | 
the Devil; when to think was impiety ; 
when ſcience led to the pillory, and wiſe. 


dom to the take; there lived in Sa- 


1 tranquil and happy i in the culti- 
3 vation 


7 2 


vation of literature, Pietro Barliardo, 


occupied in liberal ſtudies in an age 
that conſtrained Galileo to abjure the 
convictions of his reaſon, that brought 


Savonarola to the flames, and conſigned 


John Fauſtus to the Devil, for their ge- 
nerous efforts to enlighten their 1gno- 
rant contemporaries. A century, that 
had riſen and flouriſhed under the eye 


of Barliardo, haſtened to decay: it had 


enriched him with experience and the 


materials of - wiſdom, and ſtudy had 


taught him to employ them. Aware of 


the nobleruſes of ſcience, he applied his 


attainments to no purpoſes of idle pa- 
rade: to rival the clergy in the arts, 
which it had impropriated and ſet it's 
landmarks on ; to boaſt, that he traced 
nature in he moſt ſecret excurſions, and 


— 
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was a confident of her moſt claiideſtine 
tranſactions, made no part of his plan: 
he profeſſed, but to inculcate i into the 
mind of youth civil and claſſical erudi- 
tion; and this the monks did not con- 
ſider as an encroachment on their patent, 
but, while they were left the unconteſted 
conduits of divine truth, allowed him to 
be reſorted to as a reſervoir of N 
and pagan literature. 

Secret as the councils of ee 
or the debaucheries of hypoerites, were 
the reſearches of Barliardo into the 
myſteries of magic; for not content 
with the arts that govern men, he wiſhed 
to puſh his conqueſts into other regions, 
and bend ſuperior beings to his will. 
Tet ſo guarded were all his meaſures; 
that eagle · eyed ſuſpicion was foiled, and 

B 2 vigilance 
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vigilance in vain lay in watch for him; 


though his green and ſound old age, 


vigorous and unimpaired at ninety- five, 
gave the alarm to invidious obſervation; 
and unleſs Lucifer were his phyſician, 


and had been feed with the reverſion of 


Pietro's ſoul, it ſeemed impoſſible, that 


at an age when his vital ſap ſhould have 
been exhauſted, the honours of his head 


withered and decayed, and death ſhould 
have viſibly meditated the fatal blow, 


chat the old man could retain the freſh- | 


neſs of juvenile vigour : ſo reaſoned the 


monks, and ſuch reaſoning, became 
them. Their emiſſaries mingled with 
his pupils; but without extracting any 


matter for their malice, and without any 


other conſequence, than inducing Pietro 


to renounce the inſtruction of youth, to 
which 
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which he imputed the Jealouſy of the 
clergy, that he might not provoke their 
envy to more effectual meaſures, and 
loſe the conſolation of returning to duſt 
in conſecrated ground. He reſolved to 
devote the laſt chapter of his life, to the : 
education of an orphan nephew, whom 
fate ſufficiently called on him to protect, 
by depriving the child of every other 

friend. Him he adopted as his ſon, de- 
clared the heir to all his eſtates, and la- 
boured to enrich with probity, and adorn 
with literature: he ſecluded himſelf from 
all commerce with the world: books of 
aſtrology and magic, his nephew Bene- 
detto, and a poor couſin, by name Fran-' 

ceſco, whom he had taken into the houſe 
as a playmate and ſuperintendant ſor 
the * compoſed his whole ſociety. | 
+ hh The 
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The child alone cropt the joys of the 


paſſing moment; the harveſt of the old 
man and of Franceſco, lived but in ex- 
pectation. Though the latter found in 


the houſe of Barliardo every neceſſary, 
and many conveniences, his young heart 
panting for freedom, would have ſpurn- 


ed theſe advantages for a wider range of 


liberty, had not a fair neighbour, the 
daughter of a decayed and difabled 
ſculptor, oyerbalanced the chagrin he 
endured from the pecviſhneſs of the old 


man, and the tediouſneſs he felt in the 
inſipid amuſements of the child. No 


ſooner had Benedetto wearied himſelf 
with his ſports, no ſooner had Barliardo 
immured himſelf in his library, to ac- 


quaint himſelf in books with beings 


dreaded to invoke; than Fran- 
2 4 coeſco 


whom he 
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ceſcq, ſtole to Enemonde, and raiſed 
with kiſſes on the lips of his enamoured 
girl, a more bliſsful ſpirit than ever ne- 
cromancy, vith all is dread ipgantationts | 


has conjured up. {.o 1 
This. gentle fie was no + lab 505 
thagay god of love; who eſteems magic 
circles of crucifixes, deaths heads, ſhin 
bones, and ſwords, no more than the 
burning torrents of Veſuvius do the re- 
liques of St. Januariuz, or than Oba, 
diah's coach-horſe did the ſign of the 
croſs ; who creeps through the grates of 
convents, mocks the precautions of 
monks, and forces his way to the human 
heart, through every human ſenſe : that 
god, who though à child, is abſolute 
ayer men; who, though himſelf blind, 
is the ſureſt of guides; and to wham, 
S4 © - though 
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though he has no longer altars in any 
church, all the world bows the knee. 
When Franceſco lay in the magic circle 
of Enemonde's arms, and murmured the 
invocation of love, the ſpirit freely laid 
itſelf open to his demands, ſolved his 
doubts, confirmed his hopes, and pre- 
dicted by its interpreter prattling hope, 
the youth's entire deſtiny. Love had 
| ſoon revealed all his ſecrets, and for fur- 


| ther Informationgrſered che imquirer to 


the ſpirit of marriage ; and this the amor- 
ous boy was eagerenoughto invoke; Still 
within the propitious circle, with ſighs, 
| preſſures of the hand, melting looks, 

rapturous ſmiles, with fond complaints, 
tender expoſtulations, with tranſports of 
nge, jealouſy and "deſpair, the impaſ- 
ſioned boy beſought the connubial power | 
unn + 4 to 
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| to initiate him in the moſt precious of 
myſteries : a ſecret more valuable than 
any contained in the obeliſks of Egypt, 
and which had alchymiſts ever taſted, 
they would have ſought no further ſor 
the philoſophers ' ſtone. - Could Fran- 
ceſco have obtained this, he would have 
dug through ſolid fire, ſwum through 
liquid, have made Bonzes' and Bra- 
mins penances appear the probations 
of children, have bound his tongue in 
eternal ſilence, and have ſubſcribed to 
the moſt dreadful law that ancient or 
modern Dracos have enacted; he would 
have renounced his reaſon, received the 


writings of prieſts as the word of God, 
and ſubmitted his faith to the guidance 


of hoary ignorance, and inveterate error. 
W ITOnY 
| his 
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his forces, which had carried him through 
all the former ſtages, failed him in the 
laſt. He erected altars among the fra- 
grant myrtles, under the thick ſhade of . 
the broad platane and the gigantick 
larch: he prayed in the cool of eve, be · 
fide the rippling rill, that changed its 
murmurs into prayers for him: he ani- 
mated the ſilent and ſtagnant noon, with 
his entreaties and complaints: in 'vain 
were all; the e mne | 
1 When Feadorfon had eflayed. every, 
incenſe, had exhauſted every form of 
imprecation without effect, he at laſt 
aſked his Enemonde ; why ſhe denied her 
hand to him, to ham; ficihet fx heal 


given her heart 7 750 i e le 
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Exemonde. Becauſe I cannot bring thee 
bags of gold, to perpetuate the luſtre of 
my charms, and to preſerve the cheek, 
which thou now fondly thinkeſt ſo ſmooth 
and vermeil, ſmooth and vermeil ſtill. 
Franceſco, Enemonde ?  ,_ 

| Enemonde. Save words for ſtrangers: 
I read thy anſwer in the indignant 
flaſhes of thy eye, and the reproachful 
ſwell of thy lip. Well Iknow, that not 
the charms of perſon alone, with-which, 
on the credit of three witneſſes, my lover, 
my glaſs, and my vanity, I believe na- 
ture has endowed me, have retained thy 
ſpirited heart in ſubjection to my ca- 
price; but I am certain alſo that the im- 


petuous, impaſſioned Franceſco, has not 
choſen me for the object of his love, be- 
_ cauſe my features ate ſeldom. diſtorted - 

vi 


( 


by paſſion, n ber h never thi Kar 
of malignity. Sure am I, that my Fran- 
ceſco vould not deſert me, would not 
make my nuptial bed a bier, becauſe a 
withering fever had blenched my checks; 
or ſwept the treſſes from my head; but 
I am too certain that his inſatiate eyes 
would no longer dwell with rapture on 
my countenance, ſhould fallow ſickneſs 
ingrain my now florid cheeks with her 
morbid hue. Believe me, loved youth, 
ſenſual deſire finds the materials for 
every paſſion, however fancy may colour 
them: dreſs and adorn it as you will; 
4 Abe eme the Mühe Tel 
me ſpeak out, Franceſco, you ſhall find 
_— have anticipated your anſwer. | | 

We gitls too, are tyranniſed by our 
. and ſeldom has reaſon a veto 


againſt 
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againſt their reſolves. A ſhrivelled ſke- 


leton, worn with care, conſumed by 
diſeaſe, and broken by calamitics and 
afflictions; a living corps dry as a mum- 
my, and ſhadowy as an apparition, 
looking woe, and breathing peſtilence, 
though it ſhould teem with the virtues of 
ſaints, and were to plead with the tongue 
of angels, would never move us to deſire. 
Blooming youth, delicate beauty, and 
ſparkling vivacity, are the allurements of 
women: ſtrength, courage and gaiety; 
the attractions of men. The chains, by 
which we hold you, time ſoon wears 
through: the cement, which binds us to 
you, time hardens and confirms. 7 Your 
empire over us, is founded on the need the 
feeble labour under of protection; our 
power over you, is the child of. curioſity 
| and 


oF: 
and deſire: when the parents die, whetice 
muſt the helpleſs infant derive ſuſtenance. 
Your ſex, inthe confidence of its ſtrength, 
ſhakes off the light incumbrance without 
difficulty : nay your chains fall from you 
of themſelves. You grow callous and 
indifferent to our careſſes, you conſider 


bur tenderneſs as a duty, and ſeldom is 


5 diſcourſe. | 


duty rewarded with gratitude and love. 
You have enacted the laws of conſtancy 
and fidelity, and like legiſlators exempt 
yourſelves from the obſervance of them. 
In fine, while you wander free as the 
wind, we languiſh in ſlavery: judge then 
if it behoves me not, to ſubmit to the 
yoke of marriage with caution. 

 *Franceſeo. Deep obſervations, Ene 

monde; but {till only the preface to thy 


Enemonat, 


( «5 ) | 
Enemonde. Do not mock me, Fram 
ceſco, I ſpeak whos the e of | 


love inſpires me with. 

Franceſco. Good ſpirits infpire good 
meanings, and is not a refuſal of thy hand 
the ſubſtance of all this eloquence? Riches, 
you give me to underſtand, make the 
happy huſband. Ah why did I not place 
my affections on the image of our Lady 
of Loretto! riches that has in plenty. 
The wooden doll glittering wich gold 
and gems, would ſoften into life beneath 
my impaſſioned claſp, and become a 
panting bride : the lifeleſs lips would melt 
with my ardent kiſſes, and wake to ſenſi- 
bility and animation. 

Enemonde. Why wilt thou miſtake me? 
Once we needed not the interpretation of 
language to communicate our moſt ſecret 

thoughts; 
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— now language is inſufficient to 
render us intelligible. Thou art a man 


like others of thy race, and the excep- 
tions among you, are formed but for the 
are more frequent than the moon's or the 
tide's ; you are more inconſtant than the 
weather; tis leſs difficult to chain the 
air than to confine your affections. Shall 
I not dread then to loſe thy love ? I alſo 
am a woman, and the differences among 
| ws fit their ſubjects but for the hoſpital 
uud cloiſter. The headlong propenſity 
| 20 love, the pungent rage to be loved, 
employ all our wiſhes and efforts, inſpire 
all our arts, and teach us all our graces: 
theſe idols of the ſex are equally adored 
by the prude and the coquet, the girl 
and the woman: the rites different, but 
|; ' 1 the 
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the devotion the ſame. Impelled and 
directed by theſe, we vary the dreſs and 
the manners, allure- you with kindneſs, 
tantaliſe you with coyneſs, and retain you 
by jealouſy, For you, mirrors of your 
taſtes, . we are gay, ſad, tender, ſpright- 


ly, reſerved or open. - To your appro- 
bations all our actions are addreſſed : for 
you the ſmall footed' nymph wears the 
ſcant veſtment; for you the taper arm 
is left expoſed, and the ſnowy boſom 
bares its opening roſebuds to the rude 
breezes; for you the luxutiant treſſes 
float unconfined, the vocal melody is 
cultivated, and the laughing dimple em- 
belliſhes the peachy cheek. All for 
love, is the device of woman: we fly you, 

that you may purſue; with the breath of 
affected indifference we inflame your ar- 
b C dour; 


f 
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ſpite of age, infirmities and wrinkles, 
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Hour; we deny, that you may not per- 


ceive how eagerly we beſtow, leſt you 
ſhould deſpiſe the fayour for its cheap- 


neſs ; we frown at your amorous thefts, to 


conceal our joy and inability to withhold 


what you have thought to raviſh, We 
all labour to accelerate the golden period 
of our lives, the bliſsful era of love : even 


the growing girl, yet unripe for the em- 
brace of man, ſeeks to hide her immatu- 


rity, and anticipate pubeſcence; we 
all ſtrive to protract the precious ſeaſon, 


and flutter on the precincts of it, like 2 
recently departed ſpirit, round the loved 
regions of life. The woman who does 


not own this, diſguiſes her feelings, 
which all declare, that with love the firſt 


light guſhes upon her ſoul, Thou, I own, 
Wed res ; loved 
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loved Franceſco ! art my ſun, my god, 
the better creator of my life and Ay | 
neſs. 

Franceſco: Maiden, why delude me 
with empty careſſes? To what end 
cover with cloth of gold, the block on 
which thou behead'ſt me? Why crown 
me with flowers, but to immolate me? 

Enemonde. Immolate thee ? Injurious 
F ranceſco---I live but in thy love: how _ 
then can I conſent to deſtroy thy paſſion 
by a marriage, contracted in poverty, 
and conſummated in diſtreſs? 
© France geo. Is that all, Enemonde ? that 

the mighty Alps that ſeparates us ? How 
eaſily removed] crown me with the con- 
ſenting kiſs, divine girl, thou art my bride 
to-morrow. Have I not ſtrength to la- 
bour" ? haſt not thou ſpirit to aſſiſt me? 
Cc 2 Euemonde. 


a K®. 
* Enemonde. 1 have not ſpirit to. aſſiſt 
' thee, when I think that every effort 
robs me of a portion of my charms, and 
of what alone renders my charms valua- 
ble--thy love. When labour has worn the 
© poliſh from my now ſmooth limbs, when 
burning ſuns have ſhrivelled and em- 
browned my filky ſkin, and penury has 
dried the ſhining moiſture of my eyes, 
with what tranſports, loved Franceſco, 
wilt thou behold me? or ſay, when a 
long day's toils has laid a load of ſleep 
on thy drooping eyelids, when ſcarcely 
can a full night refreſh thy weary limbs, 
and repleniſh thy drained juices, what 
"leiſure wilt thou find for love? I too 
have dreamt delightful viſions of hy- 
meneal bliſs, have fancied it would con- 
vert od 4 into amuſement, ſow the barren 
"gs Wunde 
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waſte of penury with roſes, and render it 
a land flowing with milk and honey. - 
conceived that in the boſom of my be- 
loved, the gathered rain muſt be taſte- 
ful as the nectareous juice of Falernian 
vineyards ; the hardeſt cruſt more deli- 
cious than the high ſeaſoned viands of 
luxury. I thought that the endearments - 
of a loved conſort could baniſh diſtreſs, 
his ſmiles diſſipate affliction, ſpread down 


on the bare earth, and tranſmute a cot 


into a palace. 
Franceſco. And haſt thou abandoned a 


belief to which 1 cling as to . hopes of 
Paradiſe ? | 
Enemonde. I have relivquitied's an opi- 
nion, of the error of which I had full de- 
monſtration, and thou will looſe the dear 
deluſion, when thou ſhalt have viewed 
C 3 | the 
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the proofs I can produce to thee of its 
- falſhood. Let us proceed to yon hut 


and repoſe ourſelves : the cool breath of 
eve begins to revive the fainting herb- 
age, and Vittorio, its tenant, will ſoon 
return with the miſerable earnings of 
his daily toils. From him I have learnt 
how faſtidious love abhors the habita- 
tion of poverty, See | here comes his 
wife---who would recogniſe in her mea- 
gre, ſqualid form, the fair Roſabel, 
who, two ſhort years agone, was the 
delight of your ſex, and the envy of her 


Franceſco.- O vanity, vanity! when 
thou faunded'ſt thy throne in the female 
heart, thou but took'ſt poſſeſſion of thy 
birthright. Deform not thoſe lips framed 
for the ſeat of joy, with that ſcornful 
7 mile; 
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ſmile ; thou muſt, Enemonde, confeſs, 
that through every ſtage of life, a wo- 
man pants to excel all her ſex, and mo- 
nopoliſe admiration. Roſabel no longer 
excites wonder in one ſex, nor jealouſy 
in the other. Why ſhould ſhe ? Ought 
her wiſhes to wander beyond the poſ- 
ſeſſion of her huſband's affeQions ? 2 
 Enemonde, Did ſhe but poſſeſs them, I 
grant you, that the reſt were ſuper- 
| fluous---but let herſelf decide. Heaven 
bleſs you, houſewife ; you are ſinking 
with fatigue ! Your ſpouſe, methinks, 
might alleviate your labour, He 
might eaſe my labour, ſaid the young 
wife, and wiped the tear from her lan- 
guid eye; he might eaſe my labour: 
but, alas! he is weighed to the earth 
with his own. 


C4 Prone 
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Franceſco. Is it not ſweet to you, to 
toil for him; to him, to toil for you; to 
both, to labour for your children? 

' Reoſabel. Alas ! I could chearfully hew 
my way through the preſent, did but 
a joyous future promiſe to terminate our 


-miſery. But all our pains ſcarcely de- 
fend our poor hut againſt the driving 


rain and beating tempeſt ; ſcarcely pro- 
cure theſe coarſe garbs to our ſhivering 
bodies, ſcarcely feed the wick of life 


with the coarſeſt aliments. Oſt have 1 
beſought the bleſſed virgin for children : 


now with fervent gratitude I thank her 
for having denied them, How had I 


procured the ſtrength and milk to 


nouriſh them ? How had I found time 
to attend to them ?---Mother or _ 
_ have Pe n 
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Enemende. Toil is painful, my good 
woman; but ſurely a loved huſband's 
tenderneſs may aſſuage its rigour. 

Roſabel. I thought ſo once; but mar- 
riage has diſſolved the deluſion. How 
Indeed, or when, can love find a place 
in our hearts ? Labour occupies the day, 
and fatigue claims the night. Can de- 
fire live in the dirt and ſweat of penury, 
or the tender frame of pleaſure endure 
unremitting toil and waſting indigence ? 
However my looks at Vittorio may 
overflow with affection, he converts 
them into food for his chagrin ; I may 
pour out the conſolations with which 
love inſpires me, he curſes his folly for 
having united his fortune to that of a 
creature, who weighs him down to 
vretchedneſs. I ſeek to diſpel his gloom, 

and 
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and mitigate his anguiſh, by tender ſo- 
| licitude and fond endearments. He 
ſurlily vows to join ſome band of rob- 
bers, and defy infamy and the wheel for 
a leſs laborious ſubſiſtance; and if I 

- murmur a reproachful ſyllable, -1 am 
menaced with his poignard. Some 
months ſince, a conſuming ſickneſs 

brought me to the verge of the tomb; 
and while appetite ſunk beneath anguiſh 
and debility, he was not unkind: but 
when hunger returned before ſtrength, 
and I ate without earning, he grudged 
me every morſe], and repined at con- 
tributing to my ſubſiſtance. O mar- 
riage ! is it thus thou uniteſt ſouls, that 
one ſhall think that ſtolen. from itſelf, 
which 1t imparts to the other ? | 

Franceſco, He wes once not ſo un- 
| gentle, | 


Roſabel. 


Cw 1) 
| Rojabel. Never was he thus, ill kis 
| {Ul-ſorted match and its conſequences 
ruined” his fortune, and embittered his 
temper. Becauſe. he gave his hand to 
his inferior in rank and. wealth, he was 
driven from his father's. houſe, diſ- 
inherited, and left. to ſubſiſt by the lay 
bour of his hands. Yet, during the 
firſt weeks of our nuptials, he was con- 
tent and gay, and often yowed, that 
with me this wretched hut was more 
| precious to him than the whole of Sa- 
lerno. But, ah, how ſoon he changed ! 
Accuſtomed to an eaſy, luxurious liſe in 
his paternal manſion, he was unable to 1 
ſubmit to the hard fare of indigence. 
Infected by his diſcontent, chagrin can- 
kered the roſes of my checks ;. my ſoft, 
round arm became coarſe and meagre, - 
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care quenched the fire of my eyes, and 
my face no longer beamed pleaſure 
upon him. Ut eie 
A gruff voice roared from the hut, 

Eternal goſſip, muſt the work ſtand ſtill 
for thy chatter? on to the vineyard, 
| Rofabel ſtarted, and looked terrified ; 
Vittorio is coming, ſhe cried; I muſt 
go, or he will beat me. 7 
| Franceſco. What ? I will run and re- 
monſtrate—— {O07 
3  Roſabel. For Heaven's ſake, ſtay :--- 
- ſhould you intereſt yourſelf for nit, you 
will excite his jealouſy, and I ſhall fare 
the worſe. But have I not merited this 
treatment ? I might have foreſeen what 
muſt be the fad conſequences of our im- 
prudent marriage; they glared upon 
<7 me; 
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me; but I ſhut my eyes to them as to a 
painful light: God keep you both from 
| ſuch willful blindneſs 121 
She proceeded to the vineyard: the 
lovers returned to the city. Pondering 
on this impreſſive leſſon, they were long 
immerſed in ſilence: at laſt the im- 
paſſioned youth exclaimed, And muſt 
thou never be mine, Enemonde? 
Euemonde. Not till our work ſhall be 
our paſtime, not our buſineſs; the cradle, 
not the grave of our love. Serve the 
old Barliardo with diligence, and his 
will may repay thy attentions. | 
Franceſco. Never: he would think 
every zecchin beſtowed on me, a theft 
from his darling Benedetto. | | 
 Enemonde. One treaſure, at leaſt, he 
will not grudge to communicate to 
thee--- 


tt») 
thee---his knowledge; and did he not 
thence derive all his riches ? 

Franceſco. Science, my Enemonde, is 
not of ſo eaſy transference as money: 
years after years muſt creep their ſnail- 
paced circuit, ere I could poſſeſs thee. 

 Enemonde. Doſt thou fear that age 
would render me hideous ? 
| Franceſeo. No: but I fear the allure- 

ments and guiles of Horatio Orſalini. 
Has he not of late ſought the habitation 
of thy father; and what ſhould wealthy 
youth ſeek in the manſion of poverty, if 
not thee? What attractions "could; the 
ſuffering cries of age, oppreſſed by the 
conjoĩned force of infirmity and fickneſs, | 
have to him, were they not the price of 
thy converſe? Ha, what a ray of ago- 
* e does Hell flaſh on my 
oY ſoul 
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ſoul! he perhaps, too ſurely, he has 
taught thee the worth of that gold, from 
which thou now expeCteſt to reap con- 
nubial felicity ! 0 

Enemonde. Never ſhall. my heart or 
head harbour a thought ſo odious, and 
ſo deſpicably irrational. As well might 
I place the pleaſures of the table in 
eating the rankeſt viands off ſilver, or 


the joys of drinking in quaffing the vileſt 


dregs from goblets of gold. I do not 
aſk to riot in a profuſion of riches; of 


themſelves they beſtow nothing which | 
my ſoul values; but they Jecure every | 


thing which conſtitutes my felicity. I 
aſk not immoderate.opulence ; bur I aſk 


that indigence and labour may not blaft 
my charms before their date expires, 
and alienate thy affe&tions {rom me 'To 
2 | avoid 
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avoid this dreadful baniſhment from thy 


heart, this loſs of every thing precious 
to me, I will never give thee my hand 
till fortune ſmiles on our union. 

Franttſeo. Enemonde, thou art indeed 


lovely; but not ſo lovely that the haughty 
mother of Orſalini will count thy charms 


for anceſtors; ſuperior beings might 
admire thy underſtanding ; but will her 


ambitious mind conſider thy wit as 


wealth ? Never art thou like to come 


to an agreement with her ; and for that 
very reaſon, ſooner with the ſon. 


. Enemonde. Every thing is Pe 
ſettled with him. 1 
Franceſco. And my _— fold with 
tby virtue! T7 
. Enemonde. Oh, tha þ could hoes thee 
one half hour, for thinking ſo meanly of 


. * | | WY: me, 
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me. Could I be tempted to ſet a price 
on my innocence; that price were my 
father's happineſs. To know that by 
my crime, my unhappy parent lived in 
eaſe and affluence, would, if aught could, 
effect the impoſſible - reconcile me to 
impurity and guilt, quench the hell- 
flames that blazed in my boſom; and 
| huſh the barking monſters of my tor- 
tured conſcience. What but this re- 
flection could conſole me in the arms of 
a libertine, abandoned to infamy, and 
enſlaved to unholy luſt---what but the 
reflection, that, by this bargain with 
Hell, I ſheltered my father from care, 
and fortified him againſt diſtreſs? Thou 
vert yeſterday in our cot: ſaweſt thou 
penury converted into abundance, the 


earthen jug tranſmuted into a filver cup, 
| D the 
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the ruſh hangings and tude mats re- 
placed by Perſian carpets, and tapeſtry 
of Indian workmanſhip ? Weats not the 
| paramour of the rich and generous 
Horatio a gorgeous robe? Say, is not 
| ſhe reſplendent with ſtarry brilliants ? 

Franceſco. Sweet Enemonde, thy eyes 
dance not more pally when thou ex- 
patiateſt on riches, than when thou diſ- 
ſecteſt thy poverty. If thy yoke is of 
ſo eaſy ſufferance, alone, why not con- 
ſent to bear it with me ? 

Enemonde. Becauſe I might become 
hideous, and thou inconſtant. 

Franceſco. Might ! But barely might ! 
And wilt thou facrifice thy happineſs 
and mine to poſſibilities? Seeſt thou 
not how I melt away in the fire of my 

' paſſions ? how ungratified deſires waſte 
my 


tas i 


my Juices,” and conſume my vigour ? 
And haſt thou not wiſhes like mine ? 
Too oft for denial, have thy burning 
kiſſes betrayed them: Do no, anxious 
wants diſturb thy breaſt ? Too oft have 
thy half-ſmothered ſighs revealed them, 
And canſt thou not gratify thoſe paſſions 
with another youth ? caanot other lovers 
realiſe thy fond wiſhes ? Canſt thou re- 
| ſolve to delay the harveſt of love, till 
icy winter has ſtript thee of thy charms, 
and ſpread his ſnows over thee ? All for 

love, is the female maxim; and the 
ſenſes have a majority of ſuffrage in the 
choice of a lover: thyſelf haſt avowed 
it. The tender, voluptuous Enemonde 


had never elected Franceſco, the ſhri- 


velled mummy, the pallid corpſe, though 
mines of wiſdom had enriched his mind, 
D 2 and 
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and the honied dew of perſuaſion had 
diſtilled from his lips: ſo have thy 
ravings, ſweet enthuſiaſt, afſured me. 


Thuy ſenſes are not leſs inclined fince thy 


choice to prefer the robuſt and nervous 
form of the young Hercules, to the 
ſofter beauties of the Apollo; and can 
thy Franceſco compare in manly beauty 
with Horatio? Horatio! When I think 
of him, a raging fire devours my marrow, 
and my veins become too confined for 
my blood. Hear me devote myſelf, 
ſoul and body, to Hell, for vengeance 
on him, who robs me of thee. Iwill 
| diſguiſe myſelf, ſhould his arts win thee, 
beyond the detection of fear or jealoufy : 
1 will mangle my viſage, and change my 
ſpeech, and, covered with impenetrable 
concealment, flide into the habitation 
| I where 
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where thou and thy ſeducer riot in ex- 
tacies of voluptuouſneſs: there, by ficti· 
tious pictures, I will endear his charms 
and virtues to thee, and embelliſh all 
his perfections: I will make his careſſes 
as neceſſary to thy heart as aliment to 
thy frame, or as ſummer ſuns to the 
ripening harveſt ; and when thou haſt 
treaſured all thy joys in him; when thou 
haſt no food but his kiſſes, no place of 
reſt but his arms, I will daſh the veſſel 
of thy happineſs to the ground, and 

murder him in thy preſence, BF | 
BDiuemonde. Dear, frantic youth] how 
thou at once delighteſt and ſhockeſt 
me ! What proof of love like this mad- 
neſs! I am thine, and will continue fo, 
| though I found thee a complication of 
vices, an aggregate of all depravities, 
Were an angel to woo me to his arms, 
3 I would 
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I would cling to thee, the elect of my 
heart, though thou wert a veſſel of cor- 
ruption, a bag of contagious peſtilence : 
let the notaries of Heaven record my 
declaration, and let Hell heat its furnace 
ſeven- fold to avenge the ſmalleſt viola- 
tion of it. MED, 
Franceſco. Enemonde, thou ſhalt ſtill 
be mine, or paſſion is indolent, and reſo- 
lution fickle as faſhion. Soon, ſoon 
ſhall my efforts obtain'the golden fleece, 
though ſwarming monſters guard it. 
Our happineſs, ſweet love, germinates, 
but to rear it, requires all our attention : 
be thou conſtant, as I am reſolved, and 
Alps ſhall not keep us 9 e Aan, 

my fair one! 
He preſſed the lips of his Enemonde 
with more than his wonted fervour, and, 
ö repeating his farewell, repaired to the 
| habita- 
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habitation of Barliardo. He ſlid into the 
chamber, and found the careleſs Bene- 
detto locked in ſound but eaſy gumbers. 
Franceſco envied the happy child his 
calm clear ſleep, and caſt himſelf, per- 
turbed with paſſion, and troubled with 
' erouding projects, on his couch, where 
no lenient power hovered over him and 
ſhed the ſoſt dews of repoſe on his haraſſ- 
ed mind. Jealouſy ſtood beſide his pil- 
low, and whiſpered tales, that drove him 
to phrenſy : Deſire infuſed its cantha- 
rides into his blood, and his downy 
couch was a rack of agony to him. Sleep 
hovered oyer him, but to tantalize him 
with the hope of repoſe, that continually 
fled his eyelids. Like this night were 
many of the enſuing; his fierce deſires 
| lighted up fever in his body and phrenſy 
| e © in 
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in his ſoul : the confidence, with which 
the affurance of Enemonde had filled 
him, gradually diſappeared, as the laſt 
gleam of twilight fades away, when 
night afferts her domain over the whole 
hemiſphere. Care haraſſed him without 
remiſſion: in vain he ſtrove to caſt off 
the load of anxiety which weighed on his 
ſpirits and cruſhed every ſentiment of 
pleaſure, Every joy he had once loved 
grew infipid while higher bliſs allured 
him: to lead Enemonde to the nuptial 
bed was the wiſh that tyranniſed- over 
him, and he brooded day and night on the 

means of accompliſhing this purpoſe. 
| It chancedyone day, as he had with 
chearful promptitude accompanied Be- 
nedetto in all the meanders of ſpontane- 
dus gaiety and mirthful caprice, and by 
6 participating 
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participating the wantonneſs of the boy | 
had led him at his will, while he ſeemed 
to follow, that the old man, elated by 
the hilarity of the child, caſt more grate- 
ful glances at the youth, who contribut- 
ed ſo largely to the happineſs of his darl- 
ing. Franceſco ſcized the moment, when 
gladneſs and gratitude collected in his 
patron's countenance, like fructifying 
clouds in an April ſky, and prepared 
by every art to make them deſcend in a 
golden ſhower. Praiſes of the lad's intel- 
ligence, frankneſs, and ſenſibility, open- 
ed the diſcourſs, and, warmed with pa- 
ternal fondneſs, Barliardo ratified every 
commendation with a, True, Franceſco ! 
and he cloſed all with ſaying, tis a ſoft 
wax on which every ſtamp will leave a 
clear and perfe& impreſſion, 


Franceſco. 
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L Franceſeo. Fortunate child, who will 
receive a form from the moulding of 
Barliardo, that princes or angels might 
envy him ! long have men inveighed on 
the folly and injuſtice of Fortune, Be- 
hold her calumniators refuted. All have 
faid that ſhe gives without reaſon, and 
takes away without juſtice z that ſhe 
raiſes to the throne thoſe who, lower than 
the ſoles of the loweſt, have been made 
the footſtool of the vulgar ; and that ſhe 
ſets the foot of meanneſs on the neck of 
him to whom rank and riches have bow- 


cd the knee; that ſhe tears the corpſe of 


the patriot from its grave, and loads it 
with obloquy and outrage, and cano- 
nizes the villain ; that ſhe pours the poi- 
ſon of vice into vaſes of porphyry, and 
the precious myrrh of virtue into broken 

| veſſels ; 
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veſſels ; that her whole adminiſtration is 
a game at croſs purpoſes ; making the 
lame, couriers ; the blind, guides; and 
the dumb, criers. Scandalous, ground- 
leſs aſperſions ; the ſentence of intereſted 
judges ; the declaration of criminals on 
the rack, bent to exculpate themſelves 
by accuſing others! at leaſt, Fortune 
in her treatment to me and Benedetto has 
evinced her diſcernment, and demon- 
ſtrated her equity. The gentle Benedetto 
ſhe leads by the hands of the wiſe Barli- 
ardo to honour and opulence, to indepen- 
dence and happineſs; and me, unworthy 
as unfortunate, ſhe leaves to grovel in 
poverty and neglect, 

Pietro. How, Couſin! do you ſtyle 
yourſelf poor ? have you not every ne- 
Py do you not enjoy numberleſs 

NEE ? 
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ſuperfluities? are your employments more 


than ſalutary exerciſe, than a ſharp ſpice 


to enliven your pleaſures, which daily 


enjoyment might render inſipid? ſeeſt 


thou not in the future, as in the paſt, 


a laughing harveſt ſpring gratuitous for 


thee? I ſow for thee now; after me, Be- 


nedetto will provide for thee. 


Franciſco. My Father ! ſo my benefac- 
tor has permitted me to call him, and 


let that tender appellation aſſure him that 


all his benefits live in my memory; do 
not think that the mention of my un- 
worthineſs was intended to convey any 
reproach on you; it was but the grateful 
prattle of convaleſcence in the preſence 


of its phyſician ; a thankſgiving for pre- 


ſervation by enumerating the dangers 
averted. Your favour has reſcued me 
ED from 
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from indigence, and Benedetto's affec- 
tion may perpetuate your benefits ; but 
does man need only raiment for his 
limbs, taſteful viands for his hunger, and 
repoſe for his wearineſs. The child 
thinks himſelf rich with theſe, tis true; 
the boy too is content: in ſelfiſh joy 
ſpring all their tranſports ; they know no 
greater bliſs than to receive: But 
man feels the ſublimer delight of giving. 
I am now a man, and the narrow joys of 
youth leave my heart vacant ; 1 pant for 
nobler occupations, and would ſeek to 
be happy by imparting felicity. Depen- 
dence is not the deſtination of man; un- 
der his robuſter arm, weakneſs ſhould 
find protection; yet what wretch bleſſes 
me for ſhelter? As men, we ſhould repay 
to others, what has been lent us in our 
| weaker 
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* years; 3. yet in the whole circle of 
ſentient beings I meet none to whom 1 


add a moment's rapture, to whom I im- 


part a ray of extacy, or who ſimpathiſes 
in my diſcontent with the eternal mono- 


tony of this life of nullity. I feel myſelf 
rich in energy, and repine that no one's 
ſtock of pleaſures is augmented by my 
exertions. I come among men a mere 
ſpectator, not a partaker of their ſocial 


joy; conferring no benefits, exciting no 


gratitude. For me no contending friends 


employ the emulous careſs; on me reſts no 
eye ſearching for its confident; no arm 
ſtretches out to draw me into commu- 


nion. I am ſaluted without warmth, in- 


vited without earneſtneſs, received with- 


out pleaſure, entertained without cour- 


"_— and retire without notice. Scarcely 
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is it remarked that I was preſent, or I 
am remembered to be more formally 
forgotten. Should any one take um- 
brage at my words or actions, in the wide 


univerſe of poſſibilities he can ſee no in- : | 


ducement to demand an explanation ; the 
ſlighteſt reference is too precious to be 
thrown away on me. No ſwelling boſom 
ſeeks to effuſe itſelf into mine, no heart 
claims fellowſhip with my heart, no 
wretch ſends forth a ſigh to aſk my 
compaſſion. Never dares my heart un- 
_ fold itſelf; no heart is reſponſive to its 
Joys or ſorrows. If I forget that I am 
not of the fraternity, and preſume to 
communicate on equal terms, I am re- 
garded as an impertinent; if I come 
without an invitation, I am an intruder ; 
if I condole with the vext, I am trouble-- 


ſome; if I congratulate the fortunate, I 
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am inſolent. Thus, nothing to others, 1 
am nothing to myſelf, Oh, my father ! 
tis a dreary diſheartening thought to be 
of worth to no individual ! it makes a 
ſoil ſterile, thatmight produce an hundred 
| fold; it ſpreads a waſte round me immea- 
ſurable as eternity, T feel that in ſocial 
utility conſiſts the well being of ſocial 
creatures: knowing this, to people this 
ſolitude is the burning deſire of my ſoul, 
and a craving that ſtings me to diſtrac- 
Pietro. Whims, vapours, Couſin, mere 
phantaſies ! the fraBtious family of ſatiety 


and leiſure! 
85 F e | Of have I aſked myſelf 
what was wanting to me; have ſtretched 


my diſcontent on the rack, to wring 
| from it its inſtigators. Was I ill, your 
Attention and {kill drove away ſickneſs: 

| was 
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was I overcaſt with gloom, Benedetto's 
frolic mirth chaſed away melancholy and 
attuned me to gaiety. Yet are all human 
| ils included in fickneſs and ill humour 
can the heart of man be filled with elaſti - 
city of fame and light cheerfulneſs 
only? Were death this inſtant'to ſnatch 
me from the world, what monument of 
my uſefolgefs ſhouk 1 lenor behind e? 
Could ] promiſe myſelf remembrance, or 
regret ? A day would flide over my tomb, 


and I ſhould be forgotten; and I would _ 


bun live is the matey offoinegnc while 5 
memory endured. 1 14- Pe: 
Pietro. Good Couſin, ever ſhall thou 
live embalmed in my remembrance. 85 
Franceſco. As what ? tis not enough 
to be remembered, but to be remember- 
ed as the author and creator of happineſs; 
E | as 
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as tis not enough to live, but to live at 
the bene factor of a creature capable of 
feeling a benefit. To live thus in ſuch 
an one, ſo that its felicity be mine; mine 
its; to be one and indiviſible with it; to 
have a community of neceſſities and 


forces; to augment our joys by com- 


munication ; to lighten our ſorrows by 


diviſion; to have the ſame end, and pur- 


ſue it by the ſame means; to be one mind 
in two bodies! Ah! I am nothing alone, 
as the flint is nothing alone; as the ſteel 
is nothing alone; by co-operation only 
they beget fire. I am a ſeed in dry 


_ earth, and the genial ſhower is neceſſary 


to make me germinate and fructify. 
Pietro. That fertiliſing rain ſhalt thou 
find in mine, and Benedetto's friend- 
ſhip. bas. 2s 
| Franceſco. 
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Franceſco. 1 fear, but a drizzling ſhower, 
moiſtening the ſurface of the ſoil with- 
out penetrating to the ſeed; and my 
clogged forces need the ſoaking ſtreams 
of the autumnal equinox. | 
Pietro. Oh, Franceſco! the benignant 
dews of friendſhip have made hearts of 
granite teem with deeds of virtue. =» 

* Franceſco, Not long ſince J ſtrolled 
with Benedetto to the beach, to enjoy 
the cool breath of evening, and a young 
maiden walked before us.—Her form! 
oh Creator of the world, how do thy 
works mock the feeble colours of lan- 
guage ! let me not belie her beauty, by 
an unworthy portraiture, Her elegant | 
limbs ſhowed through her decent veſt- 
ment, as the ſummer ſun through the 
light clouds, that temper his glories 
E 2 without 
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without defacing them; veiled but not 
_ deformed ;- their charms not impaired 
though diminiſhed. Light as chearful- 
neſs, and airy as liberty, ſhe tripped be- 
fore, and oy eyes ee e ee 
her. 
Pietro. Coun 1 . ms 
r me. 
Frauceſco. And is ide car of friendſhip 
fo ſoon fatigued by the effuſions of the 
friend? Then, friendſhip, will not thy 
banks ſuffice my draughts on thee ! The 
livelong day has this girl liſtened atten- 
gvely to my fond effuſions ? 
Pietro. As Benedetto does to thy tales, 
to forget them; that he may aſk, haſt 
thou no new ſtory, Franceſco? 
« Franceſco. No, by the avenging ford | 


of Heaven; but as to the laſt injune- 
55 tions 
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tions of an expiring Father. We were 
already near her, when the ſound of our 
ſteps caught her ear, and the turned to- 
wards us: dazzled by her charms, Bene- 
detto dropt on his knees, andexchimed; 
ah, Franceſco, the holy Virgin! 

Pietro. Indeed! and you, Couſin? 

Franceſco. On me dawned the firſt 
day; the univerſe inveſted itſelf in co- 
Jour and radiance, and I became ſenſible 


mana la; exiſtence : yet while 25 


joy ſtreamed on my ſoul, I diſdained 
every ſelfiſh feeling. Her glance enſnar- 
ed all my faculties, my powers, and in- 
elinations; ſhe robbed me of every 
thing at the moment ſhe gave me all. [ 
felt that ſhe ſtole me from myſelf, and 
took from me even the conſciouſneſs of 
a individuality. The perception of my 
E 3-. nullity 
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nullity flaſhed on me, yet J felt no cha- 
grin. The dearth of the paſt firſt became 
viſible, yet I felt no regret: the ſmiling, | 
future conſoled me, and chaſed the 
dreary retroſpect from my mind. 
Pietro. How habitual is enthuſiaſm ta 
youth ! not delirium more ſo to mad- 
Sad ere 2 nl adpageht 
- Franceſco. Whether ſhe took alarm I 
am ignorant, but ſhe turned ſuddenly to 
the city. I followed her, as I ſhould have 
done had raging Etna poured its red tor 
rents between us. A cavalier ruſhed to- 
wards her with an impetuoſity, which 
terrified her; ſhe flew towards an adja- 
cent wood ; he afterher; I followed. 
Pietro. And Benedetto ? 9125 
. Franceſco. Tranſlate a Pilgrim to the 
dies, and aſk if. he has been careful ta 
3 bring, 


ä 
bring his ſtaff with him. The Cavalier 


threw his arms round the girl and dragged” 


ker roughly to the wood; the caſt a 
look to me for aid, which had drawn a 
fiend to the ſuccour of a ſinking angel. 
My ſtrength ſeemed to dilate to omni- 


potence, my frame to gigantic dimen- 


ſions. I ruſhed on the inſolent aſſailant 
like a thunder bolt, beat him to the 


earth, and tearing his poignard from his 


graſp, bade him fly, if life were "Y wy 
worth to him, : 


Pietro. And abaſhed and intimidated he 


fled. The circumſtances were known to 


me, report was loud in your applauſe; 
and that you could ſuppreſs the action 
pleaſed me. He who wears the roſe, 


which he has reared, in his boſom, ſoon 


commits it to corruption and decay ; and 


E 4 an 
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an oſtentatious diſplay of our merits robs 
them of their ſweet odour. Vet to divine 
the ſource of thy generous temerity ! 
own exceeded my penetration, 
Franceſco, The ſuppliant look of 
beauty imploring fuccour, was the glad- 
dening beam, the genial rain that vivified 
and called forth my powers. pet 

Pietro, The look of Enemonde ? ah 
Couſin, thy conſcious cheeks bluſh con- 
ſeſſion. Can that look have taught thee 
love, and robbed Benedetto of thy friend 
| ſhip? A deeper crimſon pleads guilty. 
I tremble for thee, Couſin ; the eyes of 
women are deluſive lights, that lure their 
credulous purſuer to deſtruction. 

Franceſco. Should the look of Ene- 
monde have cvght me love, what fol- 
tows ? > | 


Pietro, 


"CF; 
Pietro. You will have gorged a deli- 
cious bait, in which a barbed hook lies 

in ambuſh. | 

Franceſco. Does love take captive to 
kill? 

Pietro. And if he inns captive, is 
not captivity a ſufficient evil ? 

Franceſco. Voluntary ſubjeE ection is the 
genuine liberty, 

Pietro. In ſovereignty there are no 
gradations; love, if thy maſter, is ab- 
ſolute, or he is nothing. 

Franceſco, Government ſubſiſts but by 
opinion, and depends on the will of the 
ſubject; either I love "y ſlavery then, or 
I am free. | 

Pietro. Away with the dazzle of mul. 
tration: to the point, Couſin. Tour 
heart prompts you to cloſer connections 
with your ſpecies, and Love and Friend- 

XY | thip 
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ſhip are candidates for your preference z 
both daughters of one mother---Self 


love. That, a young wanton girl, who 
Kcips over every obſtacle, and throws her- 
ſelf into : this, a ſedate, ma- 
tron, that with conſiderate ſteps ad- 
vances to you, and will be wooed 'ere 
won. That, requires the ſacrifice of your 
own judgment 'and will, and promiſes 


- wonders of the Heayen with which ſhe 
can reward you; this, demands the ſame 


oblation, and is. filent on the recom- 
pence. That, magnifies your hopes by 


_ gaudy deſcriptions of future felicity, and 


diminiſhes your enjoyment by raiſing ex- 


pectation above reality; or tantalizes you 


with a ſhew of delicacies, which exiſt | 
but in appearance: ibis, promiſes nothing, 
for ſhe deſires not ſuitors of intereſted 

bun views, 


C io 3 


views; but, once gained, ſhe proffers alt 
ſhe has, and a cornucopia is at her diſpo- 
ſal. That, flaunts in ſilks and glitters in 
diamonds, but her whole wealth is col- 
lected on her exterior; ibis, affects ahome= 
ly ſimplicity, of habit, but her treaſury is. _ 
inexhauſtible. You will prefer ſeduc- 
tive Love, for your ſenſes are your 
guides, and you would prefer the aromatic 
ciannamonto the medicinal coloquintida. 
The inconſiderate infant attracted by the 
Jplendor of gold deſpiſes the ſober utility 
of iron; and, faſcinated with the gay. hues 
of the garden, heeds not the precious pro- 
fuſion of Ceres. Friendſhip, buſied with 
realities, neglects appearances; Love is 
all parade and ſpeciouſneſs: Friendſhip, 
is fruit without flower; ; reds; flower 
wow fruit. 

Francgſo. 
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Franceſeo. Rather, Love is a bloſſom, 
which marriage ripens into fruit. | 
Pietro. Say, which marriage cankers 
and deſtroys ; marriage is the coffin, not 
the cradle, of love. Marriage kills Love, 
as food hunger, or knowledge curioſity: 


untaſted we covet, enjoyed we loath and 


fhrink from it. Nay, tis worſe ;. we are 
diſguſted ere ſatisfied. Love ſpreads the 


 feſtal board with ſweetmeats and painted 


dainties, that cheat the eyes, promiſe 
pleaſure to the palate, and content to 


the appetite. But the taſte is cloyed ere 


hunger has ſubſided, and we quit the il- 
luſory banquet with diſſatisſaction anddiſ- 
guft. You turn to the window, and to an 
object that affords an apt emblem of our 


ſubject. See over the liquid glaſs a gay 
galley ſkims in full bearing! ſportive as 


the 


WE 
the ſwallow, yet ſtately as the ſwan, ſhe 
flides over the cerulean ſurface ; her 
gaudy ſtreamers float adown the playful 

breeze, her gilded ftern towers above the 


waves that idly laſh her helm, and her 


daſhing oars inſult the ſpumy waters. 
A gallant fight, Franceſco, a heart-ex- 


panding ſpectacle ! How thy eyes purſue 
the gay veſſel, ſtrain their viſion to the 


urmoſt to prolong the pleaſure, and {till 


dwell on the point where diſtance veil- 
ed her from thee! And what procured 
thee this delightful ſpectacle ? the ex- 
torted efforts of the miſerable convicts. 
Think of their ſtate in their gilded pris 
| fon! What joys it them that, their limbs 
are rent aſunder on à gorgeous rack, 


and cheats him with a 


perficial gazer, 


that conceals their tortures from the ſa- 


face 


e 5 

face of ſplendor? Behold, Franceſco, 4 
portraiture of matrimony ; not delineats 
ed by love, nor coloured by enthuſiaſm; 
but inſpired by experience, and executed 
by impartiality. | 

- Franceſco. Colour is in the eye; all 
e e on the organ with which we 


view objects. 
Pietro. Cloſe hy the ſhore, two fiſher- 


: men in their little ſkiff watch their nets: 
a ruſh mat, their fail, ſerves to ſcreen 
them from the torrid ſun. Gazing ad- 


miration does not follow them to the mid 
ſea, but neither does danger; and their 
light helm an infant's ſtrength might 


manage. They toil for their own profit, 


not for the vanity or avarice of others: 


| With what chearful diligence they mind 


their tackle ! how — they relieve 
each 


(OTF 
each other! how ennie they view 
their panting captives, and encourage 
themſelves by the ſight to hope à copi- 
ous draught from their venture ! Should 
awild whirlwind raiſe itſelf inthe heavens; 
and with its weighty wings beat the fea 
into commotion, caſt the boat into the 
great main, and repel the proud galley 
to the reefy ſhore, which, think you, 
the fiſhermen or the ſlaves, would be 
more ſtrenuous. to preſerve their veſſel? 

Franceſco. The fiſhermen, doubtleſs--- 
Atleaſt, when the galley pes; the ſlaves 
regain their freedom. 

Pietro. Take, then, without the Aiſeuiſe 
of ſimilitude, my naked conceptions of 
marriage. Friendſhip, pure friendſhip, 
is the only ſalt that can preſerve love 
from putridity: 'tis the ſap and blood 

| that 


ſhip, that the ſhadow of a yoke lies like 


O64) 
that gives vitality to wedded affectlon, 


which without it is a leafleſs trunk, an 
inanimate corpſe, deſtitute of ſoul and 
ſentiment. And how oft haſt thou inſiſted 


to me, that conſtraint is death to friend- 


lead on the neck of this benefactreſs of 
mortals !- and does not marriage impoſe 


the heavieſt of yokes? does it not con- 
| train thee to perennial affection to thy 
| wife, and thus annihilate free option, the 


baſis of friendſhip? What then ſupports 
your love? Love too, the pureſt, moſt ſen- 
timental love, will delude, will deck the 


lovelieſt virgin with imaginary beauties : 
_ enjoyment and cuſtom diſſipate the en- 
chantment, and reverſe the charm. They 
wear off the gloſs and bloom of novelty, 
pall the vivid hues; and wherever they 
paſs, 


(6) 


paſs, pollute and cruſh the once lovely 


flower. They diſcolour and aggtavate 
Every blemifh of the wife, and contraſt 
them with the perſections of the miſtreſs, 
whom, in the infattiation of love, we 


fondly believed immaculate. Will Love 


continue the depofit, when he finds him- 
felf thus deceived in the depofitary? Love 


enthufitfm without the perfuaſion of divi- 


nity; and if no man can be a hero to his 


valet, far leſs can a woman be a goddeſs to 


difappointment thou muſt conceal thy 


chagrin, and in default of ſolid happineſs 
ſtriye, impoſmnble tafk ! to retain the 


ſhadow of it, thit' thou thay'ft be des 


which 


her huſband ?' Nor is this all; gnawn by 


counted poffeffor of a jewel thou haſt not. 
e 
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which having learnt, we have learnt no- 
thing ; yet which we vaunt to the unini- 
| bated to gain their admiration, or eſ- 
cape their contempt. *Tis a purchaſe in 
which we have been deceived, but with 
which we muſt appear fatisfied, to con- 
ceal our bad bargain. Marry and be 
convinced of my ſtatements. Thou wilt 
then learn to ſubmit thy man's reaſon to 
woman's caprice. Thou wilt learn to ſet 
thy heart and face at variance, and with 


|  birter chagrin, and icy apathy in thy ſoul, 


| to: boaſt the perennial ſummer of love, 
and the ever-ſpringing ſweets of wed- 
lock, leſt thy friends ſhould ſet thee up 
a a mark for their deriſion, and ſay, thou 
art like the ſteed who wiſhed to exchange 
his, moſly bed for ſtraw, and bought his 

\ litter with his freedom, Evils riſe in fuch 
hoſts, 


( Wi 3 
hoſts, that, which firſt, which laſt to take, 
I know not. Thou wilt learn at the 
ſcreaming whiſtle of thy mate to ply the 
laborious oar, and wind the reluctant rud- 
der, that ſhe may glide ſmoothly along 
in gay pomp, and flaunt her ſilken ſtrea- 
mers, if thou wilt not endure the inceſ- 
fant ſcourge of her biting tongue, and 
find thy hoped couch of bliſs a bench of 
excruciating torture; if thou wilt not 
that ſhe let out her beauties to laviſh gal- 
lants, and deck herſelf with the gains of 
impurity. Canſt thou out-cringe the ſa- 
traps of an oriental tyrant ? Canſt thou 
be the tool of his vile deſires; or bend 
thyſelf into the horſe-block of his lazy 
arrogance ? All this could'ſt thou do, thy 
patience might fink under the whims of 


. 
Fango Let me fot à moment fe 
heve you, Sir. Benedetto recited to me 


ol late the reſetipe of the inſpired hy- 


foftom : „What is woman but à gay 
weed, an enamelled ſerpent, a delicious 
Poiſon, a diſguiſed devil ? what but the 
arch enemy of friendſhip, the death of 
eranquillity, the ſeburge of lifs, a domeſ- 
tie plague, a mortal fury? from you 
he had the picture: pethaps you have 
read to- day Juvenal's fatire on the . 
men of Rome? 
Phetro, Wherever! tead it, 1 was 40 

| Mey iy volume of truth. Is it 
any diminution of a grievahee, that” alf 
ages and nations have groaned under it, 
Wine cauſed the head- ache and nauſea, 
long ere we felt its intoxicating effects: 


( 6 ) 


and it will cauſe them when we no longer 


feel its pernicious operation. 

Franceſco. And he, who would decry 
ſeſtivity, ſays only that wing occaſions 
head-aches ; not that it delights the taſty 


and glads the heart of man. Are the in- 


firmities of woman always diſguſting ma- 


ladies, their foibles odious fins ? Cannot . 


the huſband oyerlook them as the friend; 

or does friendſhip purify from all im- 

perfections ? E h Dia Fah 
Pietro. The friend remarks the faulty 


of his friend to correct them; but to 


amend the failings of woman, would be 


to clear the ſea beach from weeds, on 


which every freſh tide replaces hem. 


Franceſco, A common-place proverb. | 


my good Sir; and proverbs are counters, 
which, though we give and take them in 


F 3 play, 


| 
_— 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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play, are not current in concerns of in- 
tereſt, Is man without faults ? 
Pietro. His life is inſufficient to amend 
them: and would'ſtthou become phyſician 
to another, while all thy art and care are 
wanted for thyſelf? | 
 Franceſeo. That piece recoils on your- 
ſelf. But are the virtues of the ſex no 
Indemnification, or have women none ? 
- Pietro. A malicious queſtion, Couſin, 
which will anſwer as Heavenand my poor 
wits enable me. When I ſay, ſickneſs is 
the attendant of inebriety, do I deny to 
wine reſtoring and exhilarating powers ? 


All the works of God have virtues, even 


toads to abſorb poiſons, and ſhall this 
maſter- piece of creation alone be deſtitute 
of them? But the virtues of woman are 
antidotes to him, who is already poiſon- 

1 | ed, 
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<4, not preventatives againſt infection; 
and why ſhould'ſt thou poiſon thyſelf be- 
cCauſe thou haſt at hand a remedy? Fide- 
lity, gentleneſs, patience and tenderneſs 
are the dowry which heaven has beſtow- 
ed on woman ; but to prove the fidelity 
of thy wife thou muſt neglect her; to aſ- 
certain her meekneſs, ſhe muſt ſteep in 
the irroſive effuſions of thy rage and auſ- 
terity: miſery muſt overwhelm thee, 
would'ſt thou certify her reſignation; 
conſuming maladies corrupt thy juices, 
and ſap thy ſtrength ere her tender ſo- 
licitudescan ſerve thee. And would'ſt thou 
lame thyſelf to find uſe for a crutch, or 
build thy houſe on a marſh that thou 
might'ſt bring cramps and props into 
employment ? | 
Franceſco. Do you then eſteem the 
foundation of . marriage a marſh ? 
 F4 Pietro. 
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ing fair, when thy wife's are become 
trite and ſtale to thee ? Oh, Franceſco, 
thou know'ſt not the heart of man, that 
| aggregate of contrarieties, that ſeat of 
inteſtine war and civil diſcord! we en- 


joy but to find in our enjoyments mate- 


trials for new wiſhes, to engender and 


multiply deſires on them. Smite off a 


head of the Hydra, and two ſhall riſe upon 
thee: ſpin out thy ſoul in redoubling 


| . paſſions; be conſumed by the brood of 


luſt thou haſt begotten, thy cravings ſhall 
encreaſe by gratification, and thy poverty 


be augmented by opulence. 
Francęſio. And can I never chain my 


conſtancy to one woman? n 
Pietro. Les; from gratitude. But 


would'ſt thou plunge mid the liquid 


mountains of the agitated ocean, to owe 


(74) 


thy life to a preſerving hand, and be the 
ſlave of obligation ever after? 

Franceſco. And if, regardleſs of your 
. repreſentations, and of the invectives of 
the holy Chryſoſtom, the ſweet intoxi- 
cation of love ſhould hurry me to dare 
every danger, and negle& every conſi- 
derxation; to dig for the precious metal, 

| heedleſs of chilling damps, ſuffocating 
vapours, and cruſhing ruins ; if I perſiſt 
to taſte the tempting fruit, which you 
labour to repreſent ſo noxious: * 
then? 

Pietro. Then, Couſin, I would cat 
thee from my heart, wer't thou the ark 


and palladium of my proſperity : I would 
deſpair and die, for that my benefits had 


5 not moved thee to more gratitude, and 


ſecured thy n to my nephew. 
Unfortunate 


0 
\ 


=. 


Unfortunate boy! to ſtrangers, intent but 
toenrich themſelves by thy plunder, muſt 
I commit thee : to robbers muſt I leave 
thee, attracting rapacity by thy wealth, 
and emboldeningit by thy weakneſs, Like 
the ſhade of an unburied wretch, my ſoul 
ſhall flit around thee ; ſtrive to warn thee 
of the thick dangers that lye in ambuſh 
for thee, and find my efforts ineffec- 
tual: attempt to tear the meretricious 
maſk of Vice from her abhorred viſage, 
yet ſee thee claſp the ſpecious'monſter in 
thy arms ; and plunge at laſt, deſperate, 
into hell, with thy corrupted ſpirit. Oft 
have I, deluded dotard; thought that he, 
whom conſanguinity called to the charge, 
would be a father to my Benedetto. 
Why, Franceſco, do'ſt thou ſtrike from 
me the laſt ſupport of my declining exiſt- 

WY ence, 
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ence, and tear from me the pillow on 
honors gn herd Eng 
tion and chearfulneſs ? 

. Franceſco. My father; the buſpand 
does not annihilate the kinſman. Ene - 
monde ſhould hold divided empire with 
Benedetto in my care and affections. 
Pietro. Fond error! Enemonde would 
ryranniſe over all thy faculties : her ſmile 
would draw thee from my poor boy, 
were he involved in flames, or whelming 
In the great waters: her wiſhes would 
ſend thee to the four quarters of the 
globe, to ſeed her caprice with baubles. 
What then will become of thy neglected 
| Confin? he will riot uncultivated and un- 
regarded, and wilden in body and in ſoul, 
Thou wilt extend thy views into futurity 


far over my poor Benedetto, or uſe his 
| — 


EFF” 
_ poſſeſſions as a ſtepping ſtone to advance 
thee in thy projects: ſhould thy wiſe 
bear thee children, he will not have a 
corner in thy heart left to him. Go, un- 
grateful Franceſco, to thy Enemondez 
her embrace will repay thee, the loſs of 
my friendſhip; her lucid eyes ſwimming 
in voluptuous joy will teach thee to de- 
ride my tears of anguiſh for my hapleſs 
nephew; her rapturous murmurs indem 
nify thee for the dying curſes, which a 
deſpairing old man ſhall mutter againſt 
thee. May Heaven never fulfil them, 
though thou art mine and Benedetto's 
miirderer ! | 8 
. Franceſco. Ceaſe, my father, to antict» 
pate your curſes ! * 

Piero. — aaa 
ac thy barbarous deſertiq- of me 3 I wilt 
change 


cm.) 


Aae name of my houſe, ond AC. 
claim thy affinity : Benedetto ſhall ſeek, 


in the mortifications and chagrins of a 
cloiſter, ſanctuary againſt vice, and 
monks ſhall inherit my atnple poſſeſſions. 
Franceſco. My benefactor, my father, 
torture not thyſelf with theſe fears: 1 
only ſaid were it ſo; but it is not ſo. 


Pieiro. It is not? Franceſco, wer't 


thou my declared heir, I ſhould think 
thou meant to ſnap the ſtrings of life by 


this ſudden tranſition from the relaxation 


of deſpair, to the intenſeſt rapture. It is 
not ſo ? Thou art not infected with love ? 


yet why the glowing cheek *. 


ed reſpiration? 
Franceſco. The eyes of e had 


Eindled love in me; but our indigence, 
my * to you, and affection to Be- 


nedetto, 
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nedetto, ſuppreſt it. Your diſcourſe re- 
minded me of my recent ſtruggles, and 
ſhame died my face with bluſhes. | 
Pietro. May Ibelieve this, Franceſco? 
Franceſco. Let my words be regiſtered 
in Heaven! 
| ane eee 
ture incredulous. Good kinſman, wilt 
thou confirm my reliance on thy aſſu- 
rances by an oath which I will dictate to 
thee? Wilt thou ſwear never todeſert Be- 
nedetto, or by a marriage transfer thy af- 
fections from him to another object? 
Franceſco, Never to transfer my affec- 
tions by marriage? never? never? 1 
Pietro. Follow me into the library; 
there, before the crucifix, to ſwear by the 
| redeeming grace of Heaven 
| Franceſco. 
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Franceſco. Never to deſert him, never 
Pos ————— re 
to another ? 
Piu Ay: a e 
this to thyſelf? | 
| Franceſco. Shall I not examine what I 
pledge myſelf to perform 80 ſhall I not 
pledge myſelf above my powers of ac- 
conipliſhing. An engagement built on 
2 heſharion, mand on * 
Plerro. True, true: ee 
recalls) good Prancefco. Swear alſo to 
conceal wt I will unveil to thee, in the 
darkeſt receſſes of thy foul, and to keep 
_ tongue ever ignorant of it, HY 
| Prancefeo followed the old man into 


1 


the library, and there fore before the 
image of fal vation, to contract no mar- 
e tiage 
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klage during the life of Benedetto; to be 
a friend and a guardian to him, and to 
ſhroud in ſecreſy, inſcrutable as the ways 
of avenging Heaven, what Barliardo 
ſhould communicate to him. 
Scarcely was en amen nen 
pleated, when t e od man, elate with 
joy and triumph, preſt the youth to his 
boſom, and murmured in accents, inter- 
rupted by the ſwel of exültation, how, 
how can I reward thee, kind Franceſco 2. 
thy firſt oath grafts, in Benedetto's re« 
demption, new life on my withered 
ſtock. Far, far recede the killing fears 
that I ſhould eave him helpleſs and alone 
to the mercy of rapacious man, that car- 
nivorous ſavage, that hungry cannibal, 
whoſe friendſhip or enmity is alike fatal 
HS Now he-is ſecured to 
; 2M bo mes 
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ne, now he is ſecured to thee, Heavenly 
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Father, ſince Franceſco is ſecured to him. 
This, kind reſtorer of my ſickening 
tranquillity, be the thanks of my lips; 


thou haſt ſacrificed to my felicity and 


Benedetto's 5 welfare, 2 firſt unaccom- 
pliſhed love, to which thou wert faſtened 


by the ſtrong chains of uncloyed deſire 


and ungratified, curioſity... Thou haſt 
berifced it in che heat of youth, and in 


the ſummer ſolſtice of a tropical tem · 
perament. Gratitude has not ſtores to 
tepay thee, but what it a r ſhall; fol- 


low me. 


He ſeized mee and fid- 


| 8 a pannel of the wainſcot, lead 
the aſtoniſhed youth into a ſpacious cham- 
ber beneath the floor. A white curtain 


a it, which Pietro having drawn 
aſide, 


(%) 
aſide, he turned to Franceſco, who ſtoœd 
petrified with ſurpriſe,” and bade hit 
furvey che ineſtimable treaſure which 
awaited him. On the floor of the apatt2 
ment, which was hung with fable tape= 
ſtry, he obſerved three circles formed by 
fillets of parchment, ſtained wich myfte< 
rious characters, diagrams, and figures of 
monſters more hideous than ever iſſued 
from the womb of nature; The outer 
circle was ſupported on twelve croſſes of 
the ſacred palm; the inner, on che fam 
number of croſſes of thorn; the middle 
reſted on twelve of laurel, Within theſe 
circles lay, iti an oblong quadrangle, a' 
white dragon, with golden creft and fears 
let wings, holding in his claws a yellow 
lizard; and in an oval inſcribed parallel 
to the door of the vault, was a triangle con- 
G 2 tain» 
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| the, vertex of the triangle reſted on two 
_ croſſed bones a human ſcull, from the eye 
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potent, ſurrounded by three flames. Over 


cavities of which projected a naked ſword 


and a branch of palm, and in the crown 


was fixed a croſs, round which twined a 


ſilver ſerpent. Behind theſe ſacred bar- 


riers, which che combined force of Ere- 


bus dares not invade, ſtood an altar com- 


pacted of human bones, and ſupported 
by four monſtrous forms, for which lan- 
guage affords no name. Seven candle- 


ſticks bearing high yellow tapers of wax, 


formed a heptagon round the altar and 


circles; and midſt theſe ſtood four ter- 


rific forms, bearing diadems and ſceptres, 
and clad reſpectively in flame coloured, 


azure, blood-red, and cerulean robes ; 


emble- 


- 
* + 
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emblematic of the elementary governors. 
An enneagon of holy veſſels, croſſes, 
chalices, ſculls and bones, ſwords, palm- 
branches, and doves wings, incloſed the 
whole myiterious apparatus. On the 
altar lay the book of incantation un- 
folded, and ſeven large ſeals were ſuſ- 
pended to it, by fleſh-coloured fillets. * 
Thy aſtoniſhment (ſo Pietro broke 
filence) ſuppreſſes thy enquiries, and 
ſtifles curjoſity ; I ſhould plunge thee 
deeper in confuſion, were I to reply to 
all that thy dumb amazement aſks : 1 
have promiſed thee a recompenſe; now 
hear its nature and its wort. 

Know then, Ihave long been whatenvy 
and ſuſpicion repreſented me, a ſtudent 
and an adept in magic. The poſſeſſion 
of this precious volume gives me ſove- 
63 _. reigny 
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teignty over the inviſible legions, im- 


powers me to break every reſtraint 


which holds them viewleſs to human 
ſight, in the vaſt worlds of air, the ſpa- 
cious tracts of water, the wide regions of 
carth, and the ample realms of elemental 
fire : this treaſury of wiſdom teaches me 
to cite them to my preſence by ſummons 
they dare not diſobey, and to bind them 
to my will by injunctions, which to their 
proudeſt and moſt powerſul prince are 
inviolable, Vet, convinced as I am, be- 
yond the reach of doubt, of my domi- 


nion over the inviſible world, I own that 
] have never yet put it to the proof by 


any actual ſummons: whether reſtrained 
by the timidity of tremulous age, or 


withheld by the want of any adequate in- 
fſtigation. On thee, my ſon, have caſt 
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my eyes, for a fit auxiliary in this great 
undertaking; for thee 1 have with my 
own hands fabricated the form of Uric, 
king of the morning ; of Paymon, king of 
the evening; of Maymon, king of the 
noon; and of Egyn, king of midnight: 
for thee I have conſtructed the circles, 
and erected the altar; for thee alone have 
I laboured. I am rich beyond my own 
wiſhes, or the wants real and imaginary of 
my nephew, and the torpid blood of age 
knows not the fierce paſſions to which 
this empire over the miniſters of creation 
might be ſerviceable. I have confined 
thee by the ſhort tether of entire depen- 
dance on my will, to preclude any tranſ- 

greſſions from purity and virtue; either of 
which had diſqualified thee for commerce 
with the ſpiritual world, For, know my 
4 6G 4 "7 ſon, 
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ſon, that the inviſible people obey. his 
mandates alone, who never, in the arms of 
a wanton, ſucked the luſcious juice of laſ- 
civious pleaſure, nor ſullied his ſoul with 
the blotches of impuricy. Deaf are their 
ears to the voice of him, who has ſtooped 


even to connubial pleaſures; the call of 


him, who has laid an injurious hand on his 
neighbour's goods, who has neglected the 
rites of deyation, or the duties of charity, 
who has trampled on his plighted oath, 
or ſhed the blood even of a condemned 
or proſcribed criminal, exaſperates them 
to horrible vengeance. Learn now why 
I wiſhed to controul thy will, to deprive 
thee of what thou poſſeſſedſt in expecta- 
tion; 'twas to return thee thy will regene- | 
rated to rectitude, to endow thee with 
poſſeſſions which thy fancy in its wildeſt 

1} 5 dreams 
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a never aſpired to. Heneeforth 
beat down every limitation + to thy 
avarice or ambition; all the treaſures of 
the earth are at thy diſpoſal, ſince their 
guardians are but as my ſtewards. 7 
At the ſound of this adjuration, the 
lynx- eyed Aziel brings thee, ſwift as thy 
thoughts explode in words, the cloſe 
concealed gold of the miſer. The trea- 
ſuries of cloiſters, and the exchequers of . 
kings, ſtand open to him. Thy will points, 
and Azicl brings thee thy wiſhes, though 
they were fixed on the ſummits of the 
hills that ſuſtain heaven, or buried in the 


central caverns, where the ſubterranean - 


fire collects for eruption. ; 
Inſtant as the ſtruck flint emits fire, or 
as blood follows the inciding lancet, Ani- 
quel and Marbuel, the ſpirits of the 
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earth, execute chy half formed purpoſe. 
They empty the hills of their foſſile trea- 
fures, and uncloſe to thee the ſeated ſe- 
 erets of nature. They give thee inſight 
into the minds of men, whether preſent, 
or abſent; render every language thy 
mother tongue, and tame the brute cre- 
ation to thy ſervices, whichſoever ele- 
"ment their habitation, They lead thee 
through the bowels of nature, and lay all 
the healing influence of the yegetable 
world at thy command. | 

© Obedient to thy evocation, Aziabel, 
the ſpirit of the waters, drags the great 
deep, to enrich thee wich its engulpht 
treaſures. Pearls and corals he ſtrews 
under thy feet, and brings thee every 
marine production of the unfathomable 


If 
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If thy ambitious pride pant for the ace- 
clamations of the people, or the careſſes 
of the great; is it thy wiſh, mid the hur- 
ricane of popular commotion, to be 
hailed the father of thy country, and the 
aſſertor of freedom; beats thy heart to 
ſeek the wreath of glory among the 
thronging deaths of battle; fpeak but 
thy will to Machiel, and nature and 
chance ſhall conſpire to fulfill thy de- 
fires. Hin 0 | | 
| Would'ft thou that thy memory be a 
library of all ſciences and tongues, that 
every province of art own thy ſway and 
pay thee tribute, that by thy diſcoveries 
error ſhould be driven from every faſt. 
neſs, by thy acquiſitions every chaſm in 
human knowledge be filled up, every 
intricacy be unravelled, that by thy ſkill 
8 every 


— 
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every Torſo be reſtored, every Venus 
completed; Baruel ſhall make thee the 


organ of wiſdom, the inſtrument of the 
arts; and fages ſhall enrich their minds 
with the lees of thy effuſions, artiſts gild 
their names with thy droſs. | 

Caſt thy eyes over thy treaſures, and 
indulge thy pride in computing how thy 
power confines on Omnipotence. Theſe 
fix ſpirits bring thee fortune and glory 
ready coined; the ſeventh, Mardiel, con- 
veys to thee the bullion of eyery happi- 
nels, and leaves thee the exalted labour 
of ſtamping it thyſelf. 

Art thou overwhelmed, my fol; © 
the floods of fortune that pour upon thee, 
that all thy faculties are drowned in amaze- 
ment, and thou ſtand'ſt ſpeechleſs and 
fn as one without lie ? | | 


Franceſco, 
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7 Franciſco. Ile; but does not the lu- 
natic live alſo? I feel; but ſo does the 
dreamer in his wildeſt viſions: I move; 
bur ſo does the delirious noctambule. 
Call me ſon, ſhake me to my reaſon, 
propoſe a riddle to me, that I may certify 
myſelf my nn has not aban- 
doned me. | 
Pietro. Let this e chas doube 
from thee ; this ſalutation exorciſe from 
thee fear. Tell me, ſon, what key 
opened to thee this vault of myſtery; this 
arſenal of power, this re of * 

pineſs? 5 
- Franceſco. An oath! "IP md is not 
reaſon then a cheat; nor memory a liar ! 
Wealth, wiſdom, fame are my vaſſals, 
the elements my - freeholds, vaſt nature 
but 
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but ay ſtorchouſe! Are all waer | 
donations? 
Piatro. With all theſe lender thee. 
All theſe ſtand at thy uſe, when prayers, 
_ abſtinence and vigils, have purified thee 
for commerce with the unſullied fpirits. 
Franceſco. And, I doubted thy affec- 
tion, my father! and all this thou haſt 
given me? What could move thee to 
ſuch laviſh communication? hat could 
my ne offer "ry. a —_ = 
enormous? | 
Pietro, Benedetto's "a which: 
in thy keeping is more ſecure than in 
cheſts of iron. When I buy his happi- 
neſs with all I poſſeſs, I am a gainer by 
the bargain. Now, my ſon, repoſe thy- 
ſelf; go to thy couch; if not to ſleep, 
a | to 
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to meditate in the ſtill ſolitude of dark. 
neſs. In the night of the viſitation of the 
virgin, I will ſummon a ſpirit; be it thine 
to chuſe among them. 3 

Franceſco. And. tis mine to chools 
among them! mine to decide between 
ſuch mighty candidates for preference! 
Be it then the ſpirit of inſtruction. vary 

Pietro. Wiſe Franceſco! high in my 
eſteem, as dear to my affections, thy 
choice merits all I can beſtow. on thee, 
and all ſhalt thou have. Now retires mh | 
ſon, to repoſe. WE | 

Franceſco retired to his Wein but 
ſleep kept away from him as from the 
youthful bridegroom, on the night that 
conſummates his fierceſt wiſhes. - As 
caly had it been for the ſhipwrecked 
mariner to uur on the ſhattered plank, 
which 
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which alone ſupports him on the wild 


wavesthat yawn for him, as for the young 
Barliardo to win a momentary flumbet 
from the crowd of cares that beſet him. 


He fancied himſelf cruſhed under the 


weight of Pietro's "treaſures, like the 
| Tarpeian maid beneath the Gauliſh obla- 
tions; and he panted and heaved under 
the oppreſſion of imaginary terrors. His | 
difordered brain raiſed a hundred ra- 
pacious phantoms around him, who all 
ſtrove to ſeize his treaſures ; and, till he 
had chaſed away theſe viſionary robbers, 
he could not lie on his precious heaps, 
and brood over his wiſhes in quiet. Then 


NT he remembered that he was not yet maſter 


of his expectations, and all his wealth 
ſunk from his ſight, through the leaky 
veſſel of uncertainty. New obſtacles 
„„ ſeemed 
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ſeemed to interpoſe; and. by murder's 
horrid path only could he arrive at his 
obje&. Uncertainty at laſt cleared up, 
his terrors were diſſipated by the gay 
illuminations of Hope, and his heart re- 
poſed in confidence of his ſecurity, 
Here flaſhed on him the enquiry, to 
what uſe he ſhould apply his riches? 
and, Love was ready to anſwer, What 
jewel is there ſo. precious as Ene- 
monde? Lo .. 
The man, who, ee at a oppoſed 
variegated; fillet, finds a ſerpent i in his 
graſp ; the alchymiſt, who, after a life's 
labours, finds his tranſmuted gold baſe 
metal, tarts not with ſuch wild ſurpriſe | 
at the chilling diſcovery, as did the 8 
terrified Franceſco, when he found the : 
worthleſsneſs of his acquiſition. Ha 
- exclaimed 


r 

exclaimed he, convulſed with the ſharp 
pang of diſappointment, and have I ſold 
my living treaſure, my charming Ene- 
monde, for ſenſeleſs gold, and viſionary 
phantoms of ambition and vanity ? Have 
I bartered thy love-attuned accents for 
the ſhrill chink of zecchins ? Have I paid 
the pearls and rubies of thy cheeks for 
the yellow gleam of gold, and given thy 
| fervid fondneſs for the favour of an old 
-peeviſh miſer ? Wretched dupe ! infa- 
tuated bubble ! And have I received the 
recompence of this ineſtimable ſacrifice ? 
Have I ſecurity that I ſhall ever receive 
tt? Why does Pietro give me but ex- 

pectation, and reſerve poſſeſſion for his 
nephew? Hell and horror! means 
he to cheat me with an empty de- 
luſion? Am I neglectful of my own, to 
8 watch 


( 
watch over the boy's happineſs, and find 
deception and diſappointment the ſole 
reward of my folicitude ? What cer 
tainty have I that ſpirits own allegiance _ 
to necromancy, or that they will obey 
his ſummons.? What certainty has: he 
himſelf ? Why did he never call them: 
to his preſence, or make his darling: 
nephew monarch of the inviſible world? 
Why did he not, if he had the power, 
appoint one of theſe ſuperior beings, in 
a human form, to be the guardian angel 
of his favoured : boy? Benedetto! no 
care but for Benedetto! Curſes on the 

| intruding boy, and on the father that 
begot him; and intercepted from me 
Pietro's riches ! His life is the ſole bar 
that divides me from affluence and Ene- 
Pr Ong | 
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Back from this ſpot were an abyſs 
behind me: tis a thought ſurrounded. 
with horrors, from which the moſt mur- 
derous heart muſt revolt, aſtoniſhed ang 
petrified. Avaunt, fiend, that drags me 
on to infernal machinations ! Burſt, my 
ſoul, through this world of atrocity, into 
purer regions, and bleach thyſelf from 
the ſins its pitchy air has polluted thee 
with. Ha ! the cloſe contrivance 
opens before me; I penetrate -the in- 
ſidious ſnare—Were the inviſible people 
my miniſters, would not Benedetto's life 
be in my hands? And would the linx- 
eyed Pietro entruſt to my care his pre- 
cious treaſure, and ſecure me impunity 
for the embezzlement of it? No: in- 
| fancy or dotage would be more cautious; 
and I only am the fool. Artful old man, 


pPleſſing of a lazy prieſt confer connubial 
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thy frauds had lulled my vigilance and 
ſuſpicions to ſleep : but they wake, re- 
newed and redoubled.— And, grant 
his promiſes valid; ſay, the lords of the 
elements are his vaſſals, and I the heir 
of his dominion in its full extent, what 
were the throne to me, which I could 
not-ſhare with Enemonde ? Yet is there 
no ranſom which can releaſe me from 
ſlavery to an oath ? What aperitive like 
gold? And then would not the whole 
world be my treaſury? Stay———Ene+ 
monde, if not my conſort, may be my 
| paramour ; and my gold ſhall charm the 
dragon—virtue. Can the mercenary 


felicity ? Can it fix beauty, or preſerve 
health and gaiety ? Can marriage-certifi- 
cates render her lips more ſweet, my 
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embrace more ardent? And, if not, 
what have 1 to do with marriage ?— 
Yet, has not Enemonde's virtue with- 
ſtood the temptation of gold Ol oft, 
oft! And can a time have come, when 
my angel's virtue can be odious to me ? 
Should Horatio's mother die, and he 
offer his hand to Enemonde, vengeance 
| might inſtigate, and paſſion allure, her to 

' beſtow the caſket which contains my 
happineſs on him; and I muſt be wit- 
neſs of their mutual felicity ; muſt ſicken 
at the joy and tendernefs that irradiate 
their happy features, and madden when 
the ſight of their laughing iſſue reminds 
me of the raptures which produced 
them. No; rather than this, let Hell 
arm itſelf againſt me 2 
0 ä 4 | 


Oh, 
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Oh, what dzmon infatuated me, when 
I bound my ſoul with this accurſed oath ? 
What could tempt me to turn a fiery 
Phlegethon between myſelf and Elyſium? 
Never to marry during the life of Bene- 
detto l- And is the boy immortal or 
invulnerable ? No, Pietro, infidious ca- 
joler, I tell thee, no; my arm ſhould 
reach his heart, though encircled with 
the wings of cherubim, And retribution 
ſanctifies the blow. I ftrike buͤt at his 
life; thou haſt aimed at my happineſs. 
Angels, why forbade ye not this incon- 
fiderate vow, which cuts me off from fe- 
licity, and throws me upon demons for 
deliverance ? And muſt I chooſe between 
Enemonde and eternal falvation ? Gra- 
cious Heaven, thou canſt not impoſe on 

feeble man ſuch heart-rending alterna- 
| H4 tives! 
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tives] All thy penalties cannot be capital! 
An erected temple, an endowed mo- 
maſtery, can efface crime, and bring eter- 
nal juſtice to compoſition. And Pietro's 
coffers contain the materials of ten St. 
Peter's. Remorſe, lull thyſelf to ſleep, 
nor let thy puling cries diſturb me.--- 
Heaven will not ſhut its golden gates 
againſt my atoning ſpirit ; and Enemonde 
has vowed to. open her arms for me, 
though ſin had dyed my ſoul in her own 
ſable. Ha, piteous Hell, with what 
a thought haſt thou inſpired me ! Black 
-night, thou wert its mother; and a 
devil, ſooty as thyſelf, has begotten it! 
Mature, nurſling of Hell, my e 
grows with thee! 
Couſin! Couſin 1 (exclaimed with 
ſudden outcry Benedetto, who now 


' , waked 
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waked in a tranſport of terrot) are you 
there ?---Come cloſer to me, and ſhelter 
me in your boſom. I dreamt that 3 
huge dragon was about to deyour me, 
and that you came and flew the monſter, 
aud reſcued your poor Benedetto from 
his fury; a thouſand times I thank you. 

Franceſco. Why thank me, couſin ? 
Thank the dream, which brought my 
image to your reſcue; I knew not of 
your danger, and and could not thereforn e. 
lieve you from it, 

Benedetto. Who elſe, ha dk it 
be? I have no friend but you, couſin, 
who could have reſcued me from ſuch a 
monſter. I know no good folks but 
vou, and uncle, and Enemonde; and | 
uncle is too old, and Enemonde too weak, 
to kill fo large a dragon; had not you 

faved 
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ſaved me, {ke had ſwallowed me alive. 
Come, dear' couſin, let me kiſs you; 
take me to your arms, that 1 may ſleep 
ſaſe from every danger: let ugly dreams 
then come as they will; you are with 
me, and I defy them. | 

- Franceſco. No, no 

Benedetto. Pray do; and I will aſk my 
uncle, in the morning, to give you a 
whole handful of gold, that you may oy F 
a fine gown for Enemonde. 

Franceſco. Harkee, boy; ſpeak a word 
to thy uncle of Enemonde, and—— 

Benedetto. No, indeed, I won't; in- 
deed, I never have. Don't be angry, 
Franceſco ; but come and lie by me, 
that theſe frightful dreams may not 
moleſt and terrify me. | 
' PFranceſeo, Go to * I tell you, and 


de quiet. | Benedetto. 
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Benedetto. I e WOES ſide. 
_ Franceſco. I have a fever on me, and 
you might catch it by lying with me. 
. Benedetto. Poor couſin, and are you 
in? Then I am ſure I cannot ſleep; 1 
will ſit up and watch you. 

Franceſco. Stay where you are, or I 
will never take you with me to Ene- 
monde. Go to deep, if you would not 
Put me in a paſſion. 

Benedetto. Nay, good couſin, don't be 
angry; that will but make you worſe ; 1 
cannot ſleep; but J will not fret and 
teaze you; only call me when t a 
any thing. 

And the gentle boy watched the 
whole night with Franceſco. Oft he 
aſked him, how he found himſelf? And 
the anſwer was ever, Be quiet, and 

| ſleep, 
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neep. Scarcely did the firſt gleam of 
morn peep into the chamber, ere the 
ſond child ſtept lightly to Franceſco's 


= bed, and ſecing his eyes red and wildly 


| ſtaring, his cheeks and forchead fluſned 
with feveriſh fire, and damp with morbid 
moiſture, Taid, with the very voice of 
compaſſion, Indeed, my poor Franceſco, 
you are very—very ill; your hair is 
dripping wet, your face red as fire, and 
your eyes are ſtarting from their lids. 
You muſt have the phyſician, or you 
will die, and I with you, 

Franceſco, Haſt thou ſo much afſeQion 
for me, boy? 

Benedetto. Yes, indeed I have ; mach 

more than for uncle. 
Franceſco, And would thy love. for me 
hold aſter his death? c 


Benedet to, 
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* Benedetto. Indeed and indeed, it would, 
my Franceſco. And then thy Ene- 
monde ſhall live and ſleep with us, and* 
ſhare in all our pleaſures, I do fo love 
her, find ſuch delight in fitting in her 
lap, and ſleeping on her boſom; and 
when ſhe kiſſes me, I do feel ſo—I don't 
know how, as it were ! 

' Franceſco, Better and better! Will my 
cup never be deadly enough, that new 
poiſons muſt ſtill be pouring into it? Of 
what materials, Hell, wilt thou next 
make my miſeries, when children be- 
come my rivals? | 
Benedetto, What do you mean ? Holy 
Mother, what has come to you? 
Franceſco. I ſhall find ways though, to 
quench the flames that faſten on my. 
little n en, or I will periſh in them !. 
Benedetto. 
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Benedetto. Franceſco! Franceſco | My 
God, what has ſeized you? You do ſo 
claſh your teeth, and your eyes ſhoot 
ſuch living ſparkles What, what, my 
poor couſin, is the matter with you? 

Franceſco. Away! boy, the fit ſeizes 
me.—Away, I ſay. St 

Benedetto. I go to bring you a cup of 
wine, to moiſten your parched lips, and 
cool the burning thirſt that rages in you. 
Do not die; for my fake, do not die, 
my good Franceſco. abi 

And the affectionate boy hurried 
on his cloaths, and ran, with fond ſoli- 
citude, to procure relief for one who 
was machinating his murder. 
| Franceſco. Down, devil | Can I think 


of uſing the arms of Hell againſt this 
ſpotleſs angel ? No, though furies were 
| k # * to 
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to goad me on, I would advance no 
further in my infernal purpoſe. Yet Ene- 
monde never mine, while he lives ; nay, 
his, perhaps! Eternal damnation ! how 
Hell has encloſed me on all ſides ! 

He threw on his cloaths, muttering 
curſes, which demons had ſcrupled to 
fulfil, and ruſhed out of the houſe, into 
an adjacent foreſt, to hide his agitation 
from the face of day, and loſe himſelf in 
the impenetrable gloom of the lofty 

pines and expanded cedars. a 

On he drove through the dark um- 
brage, and carried with him the ſame 
relentleſs furies, through every winding 
grove and tangled thicket. Oſt, con- 
ſumed with inward anguiſh, and panting 
with fatigue, he would have thrown 
| himſelf on the earth, for a moment's re- 
| | poſe; 
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poſe ; but ſulphurous flames ſeemed to 
burſt from the hillocks, and forbid the 
reſting place to him. An inviſible power 
ſieemed to urge him on, ſpite of his re- 
luctance. When he ſtopt, the ground 
quaked under his feet, and the foreſt 


groaned around him. Oft he turned, 


and looked towards Salerno with wiſhful 
dlances; but fiends appeared to peep 
through the morning's miſty curtain; 
and, ſnuddering, he hurried on. At length 
he reached the ſea, which now ſhewed 
glorious with the liquid gold of the riſing” 
luminary; a wide expanſe of poliſhed 
azure, here and there broken by the 
gambols of the marine people, or curled 
by the pure breath of the morning. He 
mounted a cliff, that ſtretched beyond 
its *. over the Waters and * 
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the fluid below, where he thought Death 
opened his arms to ſhelter him from 

| miſery, and a voice cried to him, to 
throw himſelf on the bed of reſt, and 

eſcape the turmoils of Paſſion, the ſe- 
ductions of Hope, and the ſharp pangs of 
Diſappointment. Deſpair benumbed the 
ſtrings of life ; his eyes guſhed with the 
ſcalding tears of feveriſh paſſion ; the 
ſea, ſky, and rocks vaniſhed from his 
ſight, and his limbs tottered under their 
burthen. His fituation was critical: 
Nature ſunk beneath the unremitting 
perfecution ſhe had ſuffered, and the 
ſoul ſeemed dubious whether to ftay, or 
to quit its manſion for ever. Life at 
laſt gained the aſcendancy ; the explo- 
fion of the morning gun, in an adjacent 
veſſel, called him to himſelf ; and, re- 
nh DEW covering 
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edvering recollection and ſtrength, he 


ſhook off a trance, which might have 
terminated in eternal torpor. 1 
With melancholy and tardy ſteps, he 
returned to the city, and in his way en- 


countered a young cavalier, richly ar- 


rayed, and followed by a numerous re- 
tinue. Franceſco raiſed his eyes, and 
knew him to be Horatio Orſalini; and 
ſeeing a violet · coloured glove, which 
himſelf had given to Enemonde, in the 
cap of the cavalier, felt the flames of 
jealouſy rekindled in his boſom, and all 
his torments renewed. Burning with 
revenge, he glared menaces of deſtruc- 


tion after the knight, and eſſayed to bid 


him halt, and reſtore the precious trifle : 
but he was incapable of articulating a 
ſound, which in the leaſt reſembled a 

| human 


Mc... 

human accent. The ſwift ſteed of Ho- 
ratio ſoon bore him from the ſight of 
Franceſco, who, burſting with rage, and 
overcome with deſpair, reeled and dropt 
on the cauſeway, Wild and frantic, he 
ſtarted up, and flew to the cot of Ene- 
monde, into which he burſt like a rob- 
ber or an invader. There he found the 
fick father in his bed, and, aſking for 
his daughter, was told ſhe was at matins. 
He bade the old man adieu, in a tone 
that had ſuited a denunciation of eternal 
perdition, and ſtealing into the chamber 
of Enemonde, rummaged the cheſts 
which contained her little wardrobe.— 
Here meeting but a ſingle glove like 
that which decked the cap of Orſalini, 
he ſnatcht it, vehement as a lioneſs re- 


covers her raviſhed whelps from the 
| Te hunter, 


00-3 
hunter, and, having torn it with his 
teeth, in a tranſport of rage and jealouſy, 
thruſt it violently into his boſom. Every 
thing conſpired to lacerate and rankle 
his wounded mind, and the fever of his 
| ſoul was incenſed to inſanity. He re- 
turned to Barliardo's habitation, paſſed 
unconſciouſly through the garden and 
courts, and ran with breathleſs precipi- 
tation to the monaſtery of St. Oliveta. 
There lived brother Hilario, a friend 
of his father; a man, who, by his ſingle 
virtue, had redeemed Gomorrha from 
almighty vengeance. He alone, of the 
whole fraternity, thought a rational be- 
lief could not be diſpleaſing to the 
Divinity; and, ſtripping Religion of the 
fantaſtic ornaments in which Fanaticiſm 
and Prieſtcraft had enveloped her, viewed 
and 


( 7 

and ſhewed her in her own ſhape, how 
ſimple, and how lovely. He was a 
prieſt ſingle in his profeſſion, who 
thought benefits to the living, more 
pious than maſſes for the dead; that the , 
friend of the ſocial charities was the 
trueſt ſervant of Religion ; and that the 

inſtitutor of one manufactory deſerved 
more applauſe than the founder of an 
hundred cloiſters, His maxim was, that 
the duty of prieſts was to guide, not 
- driye, their flocks to grace; to be 
the model of integrity, and mirror of 
purity to-the people ; not the Procruſtes 
ſtandard of their faith, and tyrants of 
opinion. 

The venerable monk met the ſaluta- 
tion of Franceſco with a warmth that 
ſ poke no common affection, and, ob- 

| K ſerving 
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ſerving the ravages which the fierce fire 
of paſſion had made in his countenance, 
and the ſtrong emotions that ſhook his 
ſoul, enquired, with a benignity of con- 
dolence that poured balm into the 
youth's lacerated mind, what boiſterous 
paſſion had deſtroyed his ſerenity, and 
ruffled the wonted ſmoothneſs of his 
brow ? vr ans ror 
Franceſco. Some days fince, my re- 
vered father, in a company of young 
men, the diſcourſe lighted on the exiſt- 
ence of ſpirits, and the poſſibility of their 


appearance in viſible forms, in obedience 


to certain modes of evocation. The 
greater part of the aſſembly voted for 
or againſt the probability of this pro- 
poſition, as fancy and prejudice. moved 
them ; the young Pandoli, and myſelf 

3 | alone, 
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alone, ſpoke deciſively on the ſubject 2 
he in ſupport, I in denial, of it. Whether 


poſſeſt by the demon of contradiction, 


or inſpired by ſome ſlight perſuaſion of 


the truth of my negative, I withſtood and. 
repelled his arguments with firmneſs, 
and was ſilenced only by his reference to 


facts, and his vehemently-atteſted re- 
lations. Though my reaſon was con- 
founded and ſtaggered, my pride would 
not permit me to concede ; and I ap- 
pealed to you, reverend father, confident 
that your opinion would ſanction mine. 
Here again Pandoli maintained the con- 
trary, and offered me a wager of fifty. 
zecchins, that you believed the poſli- 
bility and reality of their commerce with 
men. I accepted the bet, though I can 
ſcarcely call an obolus my own; for, 
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perſuaded that my opinion was your's, I 
defied the chance of all loſs. My ſecurity 
however ſoon vaniſhed before the riſk 1 
had incurred, and the apprehenſion of 
being debtor for a ſum ſo much above 
all I poſſeſt has toſt me in ſuch reſtleſs 
anguiſh, that ſcarcely could my frame 
ſuſtain the inceſſant agitation, We had 
named a day on which to ſeek deciſion 
from you, but unable to wait the cloſe of 
the tardy period I come to learn your 
opinion now, and complete my ä 
or regain my tranquillity. | 
Hilario. My ſon, tis the character of : 

raſh youth to be certain where certainty . 
is unattainable, till death has removed 
che miſt of mortality from our nature. 
2 are on this point our only 

| " ſubſtitutes 


( a 23 
ſubſtitutes for demonſtration, and pre- 


ſumptions alone can I afford you. - 
| Franceſco. And you do hold it poſſible 
that ſuperior ſpirits may incarnate them- 
ſelves in ſenſible ſubſtance at our com- 
mand? | Di 
Hilario. I hold the contrary ; but you 
ftart back, and the wild fire of your 
cheeks gives place to a deadly paleneſs. 
Is this a ſignal of exultation, this the 
colour of joy? how ſay you? 
4 Franceſco. May not fear and delight, 
in the common ſhock of ſurpriſe, aſſume 
a ſimilarity of appearance ? ſhattered as 
my frame has been by terror, even joy 
oppreſſes it, But the reaſons, mn the 
cauſes, the proofs! 

| Hilario, Proofs, I have none againſt 
the probability of ſupernatural appear. 

ances; 
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ances; I can produce but preſump- 
tions. | AT 
Franceſco. Only preſumptions ? of 

Hilario. My Son, thy face is no in- 
terpreter of thy mind, or Terror has fixed 
its iron reign over thy features for ever. 
Even now that thy wager is ſecured to 
thee, Deſpair ſeems to ſtamp thy brow r 
with her own image. 

Fronceſco. Anxiety has made way for 
ſickneſs, and I feel myſelf bend beneath 
her potent influence. But proceed, Fa- 
ther, and as far as = go, e 
reaſonings. 25 * 

Hilario. My firſt ſtep then towards the 
eoncluſion, that ſpirits have no ſenſible 
commerce with man, is the enquiry, to 
what purpoſe ſhould the communication 


be eſtabliſhed ? to heap benefits on man ? 
1 he 
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he needs not their gifts; bounteous na- 
ture has been ſufficiently liberal to him: 
nor would heaven with partial hand com- 
mit ſuch vaſt powers to thoſe, who nei- 
ther wiſer nor better than others have 
but penetrated into the dark caverns of 
necromancy and diſcovered the forms of 
evocation. If you ſay to perform ſer- 
vices for the human race; I reply, their 

powers are their beſt vaſſals. If to warn, 
us of calamities ; let Prudence be on the 
ſcout for theſe enemies of our nature, 
and we need not fear that afflictions ſhall 
take us unprepared for them. To diſ- 
cover treaſures to mortals? induſtry is 
the beſt diviner's wand, and diligence 
will wreſt its prize from obſtacles, which 
to indolence are the tremendous monſters 
of fable. Can it be to exempt us from 
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the labour of exertion, to render us rich, 
wiſe, and honoured without the toil of ef. 
| fort? Were our faculties and talents given 
us to ruſt in inaction? Say 'twas to diſpel 
the miſts of diſtance, and illumine the 
ſenſes of futurity? Heaven has wiſely 
veiled them from our view, nor ſuffered 
them to overcaſt the joys of the paſſing 
moment. My Son what harm has my 
hempen girdle done you, that you rend 

it with your teeth thus? | 
_ = Franceſco, Father! would to Heaven 
*twere the thread of my life! I had ſoon 
_ releaſed myſelf then from this dungeon 
of miſery, But proceed, 

Hilario. Should you ſuppoſe, that the 
object of their interference is to injure 
mortals; then all my experience, all my 
reaſonings riſe in arms againſt the blaſ- 

phemous 
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phemous conjecture. Never can eternal 
goodneſs dig pitfalls in the path of the 
blind. | 

Franceſco. Father have you ever known 
love? | 1 7 
Hllario. Aſk me if I have ever known 
thirſt ? - | 
- Frenceſco. Can Paſſion invade the walls 
of convents, or his ſhafts pierce the robe 
of a monk? 5 5 
Hlario. What mean you? your wa- 
ger went to my underſtanding, not to 
my ſenſibility; ſeek then information 
from my head, not my heart. 
Franceſco. Anſwer, Father, anſwer. 
Hiario. Do you love then? 
Franceſco. Anſwer, Father, oh anſwer 
me, if you would not ſee me expire in 
the anguiſh of expectation, What has 
love been to you ? | 
2 | Hilario. 
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Mario. My conductor to this cell. 
Franceſco. Do you bleſs or curſe its 
guidance ? Anſwer . nor torture me 
with this delay. | 
Hiario, F ranceſco, my Son, what 
wild paſſion glares ſuch phrenzy from thy 
eyes? a. tremor runs through all thy 
limbs, and ſcarcely is thy ſoul contained 
in thy body. | 
Franceſco. Oh anſwer inſtant, K ather, 
rack me not with ſuſpence ſo cxcruciat- 
ing. What is love to man? 7 
Hilario. What the firſt draught of air 
| to the infant; a pledge Ys dee of 
= exiſtence. 
| | Franceſco caſt himſelf on the neck of 
| | his venerable friend, Nd warm kiſſes 
11 5 on his benignly-beaming countenance, 
and claſped him with fervour in his 
arms. 


_ 4, ro. 3 ** we 
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Hiilario. 


| 1 a1 
Hilario. Gracious heaven; my ſon, 
what impetuous paſſion urges thee ? 
Franceſco. Nothing, nothing! you 
ve re ſaying that the interpoſition of ſpirits 
in the affairs of men---Proceed, I pray 
you. | | 
The good monk ſhook his head ex- 
preſſively, and reſumed his diſcourſe. 
Let us ſuppoſe however, that ſpirits may 
be employed in the ſervice of man'; we 
have ſtill to aſk, what powers'can con- 
ſtrain them to appear in viſible ſhapes at 
the ſummons of a mortal. Supernatural 
ones? Whence ſhall we procure them? 
Will human means ſuffice? What! to rule 
ſupra-human powers ? And will theſe 
lords of the elements, theſe arch-poten- 
tates of nature, crouch at the empty 
jargon of a feeble mortal, fetch and 


(128 


carry for his . and pander for 
his inordinate deſires ? Oh arrogance and 
folly of man ! who, formed but a point 
in creation, fondly fancies himſelf the 
centre to which all beings tend; and 
blind to his inſignificance conceives the 
univerſe conſtructed for his manſion, and 
peopled for his ſervice. Phantaſy im- 
agined ſpirits, Fear beheld them, and Im- 
poſture and Vanity glorified themſelves 
with the pretended power of ing « them 
at will. 
Franceſco. Fraudulent or credulous 
Pietro, expect the puniſhment of thy 
treachery, or thy folly! Farewell, father! 

The frantic youth ruſhed in an agony of - 
rage and deſperation from the cell, and 
the aſtoniſhed monk gazed. after him in 
Mc terror. 


Perturbation 
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* Perturbation is a bad guide: Fran« 
ceſco, inſtead of paſſing through the 
court to the ſtreet, entered unconſcious- 
ly the church, and urged headlong on till 
the wall terminated his career; and then 
with equal precipitationand inadyertence 
he was returning. The lofty organ ſtruck 
up a ſolemn peal, and the ſacred harp 
was touched reſponſive to its | majeſtic 
intonation. The deep notes forced their 
way through the inattention-of the agi- 
tated youth, and, ſpite of the clamorous 
cares that beſieged him, he ſtood ſtill to 
liſten. With a grandeur of declenſion, 
and ample magnificence of cadence, the 
loud inſtruments ceaſed; and melifluous 
Aures in liquid tones reſumed the lay with 
a plaintive melody, which the ſtill walls 
echoed with double ſweetneſs. The har- 

= monious 
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monious gale ſoothed the ſtormy emo- 
tions of Franceſco, his ſoul ſeemed drown- 
ing in a ſea of ſweet found, and ſor a mo- 
ment his importunate cares were lulled 
to reſt. Peace once again hovered over 
him, and ſhed her ann de ws on his 
head. e N EHU 977 
The ſoft breach of the Guns: melted 
into a ſoul- ſubduing lamentation, and 
died away in ſighs of tender grief, and 
fond regret. The pathetic ſtrains of a 
funeral hymn were heard through the 
_ ſoft cloud of inſtrumental ſound, which 

the deep knell of the full baſſoon broke 
upon like the bell of death. The dirge 
ſunk in gentle cadence, as if Muſic had 
lulled Grief to ſlumber in her arms, and 
Complaint had kiſt himſelf dumb on the 
honied lips of Conſolation Lower and 


lower 
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Echo no longer felt the ſound ; a ſilence 
reigned {till as the grave, when the ſhrill 
notes of the viol burſt forth like the 
ſhrieks of long impriſoned Agony, loud 
trumpets ſhook the ear like the yells of 
' raging Phrenſy, and a voice, that ſeemed 
to ſeek. Franceſco, ſang in accents of 
n 
gf Tn him to 2 e | 
Give me back my beloved child, 
The ſource of my life and happineſs. 
Oh Abſalom, my ſon, my Abſalom, 
Would to God my life would ranſom thine! _ 
Oh Abſalom, my child, my Abſalom ! 


Fr ances "AR died within him as if 
every word was addreſſed to himſelf: he 
rurhed pale as if be had been convidted 
K 2 in 
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in open court of murder, and ſunk on 
his knee before an image as if to implore 
the mercy of his judge. His blood con- 
gealed in his veins, and the ſtamp of 
death appeared in livid hues on his vi- 
ſage. The moans of the unhappy Father 
pierced his heart. Collecting all his force 
for a laſt charge, he overcame the diſmay 
and anguiſh that oppreſt him. Tears of 
joy ſigned his victory, that cooled his 
feveriſh brain, and eaſed his burſting 


. boſom. He felt more light and free, and 


regaining recollection, proceeded with 
apparent calmneſs to the manſion of his 

kinſman. n 
| Barliardo received him with every 
mark of affection, and obſerving the 
deep traces left by perturbation i in his 
countenance, aſcribed them to the effer- 
Es veſcence 
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veſcence of an enthuſiaſtic mind ſet to 5 ; 


work by the expectation of ſuch won- 
drous attainments. The enſuing day, he 
ſaid, ſhould be the firſt of preparation 
for the great buſineſs, and the morn of 
that, as well as of the eight following days, 
muſt be uſhered in with prayers and luſ- 
tration. Franceſco heard the old man to 
a-pauſe, without making any reply, aud 
then withdrew to his chamber, where 
nature entirely exhauſted and ſubdued by 
inceſſant agitation of ſpirit ſunk into 
tranſient and interrupted repoſe, 

On the morning of the fifth day of pre- 
paration, it chanced that Benedetto, 
whom the occupation of the novice in 
necromancy left almoſt wholly to him- 
ſelf, was amuſing himſelf as uſual in the 
library of his uncle. He had run over 

1 the 
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| the painted breviaries, examined the 
frontiſpieces of all the well-known books, 

= and feeling tediouſneſs creep on him, was 

f haſtening to the garden, when an un- 

| ö common projection of a pannel in the 

f wainſcot attracted his notice. He drew 
it from its place from the inftin&ive im- 

4 pulſe of curioſity, and ſound behind it a 
door, which had ever been concealed 
| from his fight. He opened the door, and 
1 paſſing through it, was conducted by a 

| winding ſtaircaſe to a ſpacious apartment. 


The wind, which gained admiſſion to the 
| room, blew aſide the veil that concealed 
| the magical apparatus, and diſcloſed the 
_ ſtrange ſpeRacle to the wondering boy, 
who pleaſed with the novel ſcene, forgot 
his amazement in delight. With childiſh 
1 en threwaſide the curtain, and 
| BO e 
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feaſted his eyes with the ſplendid aſſort 
ment of forms and colours. Void of all 
apprehenſion he advanced to the hideous = 
ſhapes of the elementary kings, laughed 
to exceſs at the ſtern terror of their fea- 
tures, and aped with his ſmiling counte+ 
nance, their threatening looks; then 
having torn the golden ſceptres from 
their hands to convert them into play- 
things, he found his curioſity awake tg 
learn the meaning of this unuſual fight. 
The magic volume lay open on the al · 
tar, and the painted page fixed his atten- 
tion. He beheld therein a black monſ- 
trous form with horns and claws, ſur- 
rounded with triangles, croſſes, and 


cherubims' heads intermingled with writ- | 


ten characters, which, prompted by eu- 
rioſity, he effayed to read. Though the 
K 4 words 
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words were unintelligible to him, he con- 
tinued to read for ſome time; hoping 
perhaps to dive into the ſenſe of theſe 


myſteries. 


Scarcely had he penis the leaf, ere 
a report was heard, that appeared to 
rend the beams of the houſe aſunder. 
Benedetto looked around with anxiety 
and trepidation, and, lo! before the 
window a thick mephitic fume roſe from 
the ground, which gradually dilating to 
every fide, ſhot forth balls of fire, and 


| licked the walls with tongues of livid 


flame, A burning wind blew from the 


midſt of it, and a ſulphureous ſmoke 
. _ .,--_. ſpread over the room. Diſmay ſtruck 
Z 08 r her icy fangs into the heart of the af- 
48%” frighted boy: He fled from the book, 
. by accident over one of the 


monſtrous 
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monſtrous forms, and conceiving himſelf 
in the fangs of a demon, loſt all power of 


ſpeech and motion. Scarcely could he 
crawl to the altar, in ſearch of a place of 


concealment, when the window frame - 
was flung with tremendous ruin into the 


chamber, and, at the moment, from the 
thickeſt of the murky vapour, an in- 
fernal form burſt into the centre of the 


room. If ſhape may be aſlimilated to 


what had no diſtinct form, a vaſt black, 


erect bear, had moſt reſembled its figure: 
from the yawning cavern of its mouth, 
armed with ſharp tuſks of enormous 
magnitude, hung a huge red triform 
tongue ; its eyes glared like two angry 
' comets, and its uplifted fangs burnt with 


glowing fire. With impetuous fury it 


ruſhed to the hapleſs boy, and ina voice 
25 of 
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A 
of thunder exclaimed; What want'ſt 
thou? Thou haſt called me, I am here. 

Benedetto lay panic- ſtruck and ſ peech- 
leſs behind the altar. 

Once again with horrid howl the mon- 
ſter reiterated ; What want'ſt thou with 
R | 
The ſoul of the terrified child ſeemed 
to have deſerted its manſion, 

Take that reward for dragging me 
from the friendly gloom of Hell to the 
abhorred beams of day, yelled the fear- 


ful form, and infixing his fangs in the 


tender neck of the ſweet boy, ſtrangled 
him. The burning talons hiſſed in the 
pure blood, the cloſe compreſſion ſtopt 
reſpiration, his roſy cheeks aſſumed the 
purple of death, and the gates of fight 
cloſed on his eyes for ever. | 
| | With 
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Wich the ſame fury as he had entered, 
the monſter ruſhed out of the window. 

It was mid-day before Pietro returned 
with Franceſco, from his devotions. Ac- 
cuſtomed to be met with careſſes at the 
door by his affectionate child, the old 
man was ſurpriſed to ſee no ſigns of his 
unfortunate nephew, He enquired for 

him with anxious alarm, and was an- 
ſwered by an ancient ſervant, that he 
had perhaps fallen to ſleep in the library, 
in which he had been ſhut up for ſome 
hours, I was afraid to look for him, | 
Signor, ſaid the man, trembling, for all, 
I am ſure, is not right in the houſe: it has 
been ſo ſhaken, and filled with ſuch 
ſtrange noiſes, that I thought one ſtone 
would not have been left on another.--- 
Dreams, phantaſms, replied Pietro; 
2 3 
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but inwardly alarmed, he hafted with 
portentous apprehenſion to the library. 
As he opened the room the ſulphurous 
vapour almoſt overpowered him ; but 
ruſhing forwards. with precipitation, he 
found the ſecret door diſcloſed ; and then | 
ſubdued by his terrors he ſtaggered a few 
ſteps forwards, and fell headlong down 
the ſtairs. But raiſed above caſualties 
which affected only himſelf, by his cares 
for his nephew, he caſt a timid yet eager 
glance over the room; and but too well 
convinced of his misfortune, fell without 
ſenſe on the floor; and Franceſco ſunk 
beſide him, | | | 
Long lay their powers benumbed in 
deathlike inſenſibility; Now was the re- 
turn of life and perception to both. 
Dreading to raiſe his ſight from the earth, 
9! A Pietro 
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Pietro ſtammered with a faint, feeble 
voice ; Franceſco, lift up thy eyes, and 
tell me what thou ſeeſt. | 
| Franceſco looked round at this com- 
mand, and replied, with heſitation, I ſee 
a window beaten out of its frame, the 
hands of the four kings without ſceptres, 
the circles trodden down, and traces of 

burning claws on the tapeſtry. 

Pietro. Seeſt thou nothing more? 

Franceſco. I ſee the book of evocation 

open on the ground. | | 

| Pietro. Seeſt thou nothing e? | 

Franceſco. I ſee--——oh that I had 
plucked out mine eyes 'ere they ſhewed 
me the tragic ſight---I ſee Benedetto y- 
ing beſide the altar, and in his ivory neck 
five deep wounds, whoſe lips ſeemed 
ſcorcht with fire, and have poured five 


pores 
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purple ſtreams on his lily boſom---I ſee, 
why does not the ſun ſicken at the piteous 
fight, and ſhroud his beams in nocturnal 
' obſcurity ? The ſweet boy's fingers twiſt - 
ed in the fretwork of the altar, and his 
teeth clinched with the agonies of death. 
Pietro had again relapſed i into inſenſi- 
vility, Franceſco raiſed him from the 
floor and conveyed him to a couch. The 
motion recalled his fleeting ſenſe. Sec'ſt 
chou nothing more, Franceſco? cried he 

with a convulſive ſhudder: and then with 
rapid tranſition of paſſion exclaimed; who 
orought me here? Shall a homicide die 
on ſoſt cuſhions? no, no, avenging 
Hell be the rack or wheel my death 
dead, or lay me on the burning bull of 

Tartarus. Oh where is the body of him 
L have murdered? He ſtarted from his 


couch, 
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couch, and hurried to the fatal chamber, 
wound his arm about 2 pillar to ſupport 
himſelf, and ſurveyed with ſteady gaze 
the altar. He approached the magic 
volume, caſt his eye over the expanded 
page, and wrung with new agony, cried, 
yes, I am his murderer ! let men wreak 
their vengeance on my body, and de- 
mons employ all their infernal engines on 
my accurſed foul. I am his murderer! 
have dug the pit for him, and am his 
murderer. Why does not thy ſweet face 
become a gorgon to me ? Why does not 
every drop of thy pure blood ſtart up 'a 
devil to revenge thee? Ihe demon whom 
he unconſciouſly ſummoned, appeared; 
Dirachiel, the fierceſt fiend that ever 
ſprang from the loins of Hell, or ſucked 
ED the 
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the venomous dugs of his dragon mo- 
| ther. He found the unſuſpecting infant 
out of the circles, and ſeized the 5 
ed occaſion to deſtroy him. Vet 

I, accurſed Dotard, that decoyed een in- 
nmocent babe into the fangs of the demon, 
O Earth,entomb a miſereant that pollutes 
thy ſurface ! walls cloſe upon me, and 
cruſh a monſter, whoſe preſence makes 
you curſe the faſt foundations that forbid 
your flight! He ſaid, and paſſion ſup- 
plying force, beat down, and ſplit to pieces 
the altar, trampled on the circles, broke 
the images, and tore the book of evo- 
cation, For a few. inſtants he ſtood 
mute and motionleſs, and then collecting 
the fragments of the croſſes, images, and 
altar, into a pile, he hurried out of the 


room; but overpowered by the exceſs 
of 


* 
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of feeling, ſunk motionleſs on the ſtairs, 
where he was found by Franceſco, who 
bore him a ſecond” time to his chamber, 
Overſtrained emotion, raiſed a fever in 
Pietro's brain, his reaſon and memory 
yielded to the errors of a delirious ima» 
gination. He raved of empires, which he 
had to diſtribute, of planets to reform, and 
ſuns to relume; of conferences where he 
was toaſſiſt with Angels, of the laſt unction 
which he muſt adminiſter to a dying 
faint, of teſtimony he muſt bear againſt 
two devils for the murder of an innocent, 
The violence of paſſion -wrung a deadly | 
damp from his body ; he conceived him- 
ſelf already without life; the canopy 
which hung over him ſeemed a dim 
vault, his couch a bier; the coverlit ap- 
peared à pall, and every the ſlighteſt 
1207 L : ; noiſe 
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noiſe ſounded to him like the laſt trum- 
pet. He whiſpered to Franceſco, as if 
afraid the wall ſhould hear ; I had once a 

nephew ! a little wanton laughing boy; | 
the crutch of my age and prop of my 
happineſs. I loſt nim; Angels ſaw his 
ſportive innocence, and took him to 
themſelves for a playfellow. Sce, there 
he flands near the Redeemer in a ſhining ; 
raiment, and bears the effulgent caſque 
of Omnipotence. Ha! I lie, 1 lie! ſee 
the blood ſtreaming from his mangled 
neck ! Can the endearments of angels 
f eavye veſtiges thus ruinous? No, they are 
prints of Hell's footſteps. Hark ! heard 
you that cry of ſorrow? Benedetto's pa- 
rents ſtretch their waſted arms from the 
grave, and require their child from me. 
Ah fay not I have murdered him. He 
Artic then 
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then ſunk into the bed, hid his face be- 
neath the cloaths, and lay breathleſs and 
panting, as if in dread of inſtant detection. 

| His horror and remorſe endured ſor 
1255 in the extremity of tumultuous 
perturbation; they then funk into more 
filent anguiſh. He lay quiet, and at 
times raiſed his folded hands to Heaven 
as if ſupplicating mercy ; bur inftantly 
ſnatching them aſunder, he would cry; 
cannot ſilence the voice of blood 
Heaven has no ears for murderers | He 
appeared to ſlumber; but his heart echoed 
every ſigh of Franceſco with fobs of at- 
trition and groans of anguiſh : he ſeemed 
conſoled and refigned; but remorſe and 
deſpair weighed upon his ſoul like 2 
burning mountain. Thus he lay till 
| OP when riſing from his bed he 
L 2 | bade 
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bade Franceſco! follow him, and pt 
lightly to the ſceret chamber with an 
apparent compoſure which might have 
deceived the moſt penetrating obſerver, 
and perſuaded the moſt ſkilful phyſician 
that reaſon had-regained its ſeat in his 
foul, Aſſiſted by Franceſco, he con- 
veyed all his books of necromancy, and 
magical apparatus, into the garden, and 
formed them into a kind of funereal pile. 
Then ſeiſing an unlighted torch, he held 
it to the moon, as if he would kindle it 
by the pure beams of that luminary; 
| moved- it about to. fan the imaginary 
flame, and at length applied it to the 
pile. Franceſco ſtood oppoſite to him in 
fearful expectation and dumb grief. 
For ſome moments the old man pre- 

rod a ſilence that indicated a mind 

| fraught 
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fraught with woe, and then exclaimed, 
The accurſed engines of my miſery 
kindle and blaze; thy face, Franceſco, 
reflects the glowing flames, which to me 
are a foretaſte of the hell prepared for 
my ſpirit. Bury my crime, as in a 
grave, from the knowledge of men, leſt 
its putrid effluvia corrupt the race; hide 


it from thy own eyes, leſt they grow 


callous to atrocity. Let the fable pall 
ol night ſhroud the nefarious act, which 
had hurled me from Heaven, were I an 
Angel. Was it not my crime that peopled 
Hell with the ſupernal progeny ? Diſ- 
ſatisfied with the choiceſt of mortal bleſ- 
ſings, I muſt ſtretch forth a rapacious 
hand to the ſceptre of Omnipotence. Im- 
pious error! to think that an infirm arm, 
trembling under a common burthen, 
* L 3 could 
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could regulate the motion of the ſpheres, 
and turn the earth on its axis, ſubdue to 
my will the inflexible laws of nature, 
and reverſe the decrees of Providence. 
Oh, unheard of inſolence ! Hell had ex- 
cuſes for its aſpiring ambition: but a ſtep 
below the Divinity, to riſk that ſtep was 
pardonable preſumption. But I, far from 
Angels as the centre from the firmament, 
to ſtrive with mad rebellion to wreſt 
his dominion from the All-powerful ! I, 
the duſt- born, and duſt-returning reptile, . 
to Juſt for the attributes of Omnipotence ! 
Impious thirſt of aggrandiſement and ſu- 
periority ! thou haſt transformed ſera- 
phim to demons, and made me a mur- 
derer. Ha! Heaven's tribunal fits ; my 
name is denounced by the acculing ſpi- 
tit; and avenging Hell rears its burning 
e ſtake 
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ſtake for me. Guilty! guilty ! all ſeeing 
Judge! drag me from the bar of Juſtice, 
Again he died under the oppreſſion of 
feeling, and ſunk nerveleſs on the 
ground, Franceſco judging: him gone 
for ever, bore him on his ſhoulders, 
ſcarcely conſcious what he did, to the 
fatal chamber, and laid him beſide the 

corpſe of Benedetto. | 
A ſtillneſs like that of a deluged land 
reigned deſpotic in the houſe. On the 
two remaining inhabitants fear lay like an 
incubus, and conjured up terrific ſpec- 
tres in their minds. The old ſervant ſhut 
himſelf up, to wait in prayer a conclu- 
ſion to the myſterious tumult that per- 
vaded the houſe ; and Franceſco lighted 
up as many tapers as he could collect, to 
counterfeit day, and illuminate the horrid 
14 night 
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night that ſurrounded him. Oft he 
would have gone to Enemonde; bur 
| ſhuddered to «ruſt melt through the 
thick obſcurity. 

Soon as the new-born day had uncloſed 
its eyes, and laughed jocund at its parent 
juminary, Franceſco left the corner, in 
which, encircled with chairs and tables, 
ne had paſſed the night, and treading 
cautiouſly to the ſecret apartment, ſaw 
with ſurpriſe Pietro kneeling beſide the 
corpſe of Benedetto, and ſtriving to re- 
vive it with kiſſes. Oft the miſerable 
old man laid his ear to the breathleſs 
lips ; oft placed his hand to the heart, 
which was never more to know pulſa- 
tion. Then he roſe, trod back a few 
ſteps, obſerved the body with anxious 

attention, and fancying ſigns of life, ran 
- ER, back, 
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back, attempting to cloſe the gaping 
wounds, and warm the child's icy hands 4 
in his boſom. Suddenly perceiving Fran- 
ceſco, he cried in a voice that had ſtopt 
the uplifted arm of death, Help me to 
recall life, and thine be all I have. 
Bobs were the only anſwer. 

Pietro. Then thou believeſt his ſoul 
irrevocably gone, and think'ſt me his 
| murderer ? 

Franceſco. Not you, alas, but a de- 
Pietro. Who threw him into the fangs 
of the fiend ? ſay, if thou canſt, Pietro 
did not. Who led him into a laboratory 
where every phial contained poiſon ? ſay, 
Pietro did not. Who inveigled him in- 
to a ſnare, where Hell lay in ambuſh ? 
 fay, Pietro did not, or daſh to the earth 
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the chill cup of conſolation. Oh ! that 
I was to receive ſuch dreadful certainty 
of what my reaſon ever doubted, that 
bare words, oft without ſignificance, 
could enforce the preſence of demons !— 

Oh! Benedetto, Benedetto! martyr of 


this accurſed truth,. my blood, marrow 
and brains, hall melt into tears for 
esa. 2nd 4550 {55s cth a> Sd es e's 
- - «+ - Fold me not, F ranceſco; let go 
my arm, nor obſtruct my purpoſe. I will 
run into the high-ways and market- 
places, call together the people, and 
confeſs myſelf a ſorcerer, and the mur- 
derer of my nephew. Let go, I ſay. 
Many are there, who, like me, tempt 
the Omnipotent by ſnatching at his red 
thunders: I will warn them; I will cry; 

Hark, you ate looſing a fiend from the 

e 
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pit of woe, to deſtroy your children. 
Let me do the only good which 4 de- 
pends on me. il 
Franceſco. My fuer I cannot, ul 
not, leave you. Would you ruſh into 
the flames which the envious monks 
have long been kindling for you? 
Pietro. O juſt, right! In the flames 
ſhould he expire, who has ranſacked the 
| bowels of Hell for poiſons, and thrown 
them in the way of children. 

_ . Franceſco. And me, too, would you | 
murder ? | 
Pietro, Murder you ?—Oh no, no ! 

Franceſco. Me, your ſcholar, your 
friend, your kinſman, would not the 
ſanguinary monks caſt into the cruel 
flames with you ? 

Pietro. Murder Oh! expunge the 
accurſed word from thy remembrance.— 
2 No: 
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No: ſeek expreſſions that may ſound 
like it, for all thy wants and feelings; 
that thy queſtions and anſwers, thy en- 
treaties and thankſgivings, may torture 
me to death. When thou faluteſt me, | 
call me, my child's murderer. When 
thou will flatter and propitiate me, name 
me my child's murderer. O God, O 
God! do human hearts take ſo much 
breaking, or doſt thou love to protract 
and ſport with our miſeries? Do not 
| weep, good couſin, I will not murder 
either thee or myſelf; and a tear of pity 
would be ſcalding lead to me. To pre- 


| ſerve my life ſhall be my moſt facred 
duty; to maintain my health in full vi- 
gour, that my ſenſe of my guilt may be 
perfect, and remorſe unabated. So ſhall 


, n e for Hell, and anticipate 
that 
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that world of wailing, where no ray of 
heavenly grace finds admittance. 
| Franceſco. Oh, think not of it, my ſa- 
ther! Will not an erected church ex- 
piate the moſt flagitious actions? 
Pietro. Will a grain of muſk ſweeten 
the lake of Sodom ? Never, never ! The 
exiled angels ſhall find mercy; but I 
never ſhall. The balmy accents of par- 
don ſhall ſound eternal bliſs to princes, 
who have ſlain millions of their people 
to encreaſe their empire; to the ſe- 
ducers of innocent girls, who bring the 
victims of their voluptuous appetites to 
infamy, proſtitution and ſuicide; the 
dews of celeſtial grace ' ſhall ſpread 
to all the tyrants of the earth; to the 
great murderer of the innocents; to the 
wretches who blaſphemed their Saviour, 
| and 
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and crucified their God; to all theſe, 


all-gracious Heaven ſhall open his arms; 
but to me, never: from the general act 


of grace I alone am excepted. When 
new worlds ſhall have riſen and decayed, 
when new ſuns have been illumed and 


burnt out, my tortures ſhalt continue 


ſtill freſh and unexhauſted. 
Franceſco. Gracious Heaven, be mer- 


etful to us 


Pietro. Never, never Ha! Jock 


there See how the blood runs afreſh, 


to write me murderer ! Does not every 
d ee me murderer? 
Franco. All gracious Heaven, have 
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chaſms I have made in the Serene work 
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of nature? See there a drop, and there, 
and there ä 
Franceſco. My father, paſſion impoſes 
on your credulous fancy; there are no 
ſuch realities as your ea, 1 
preſents to you. 
Pietro. Thank thee, thank thee, kind 
Franceſco! Thau weepeſt with me, and 
ſhakeſt in my arms, as if en hadſt 
murdered him. | 
Franceſco. Oh |! 1 hove mavedered ha. 
Pietro. Thou bim Im 
Franceſeo, Why did T ever quit kim? 
Pietro. No; I only have done the 
deed of horror. Was't not L, who built 
a kennel for the fiend that worried him? 
Ha! am not ] in the den of perpetration? 
And is not the air poifon to me? Where 


are all the implements of his perdition, 
and 
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and mine? All is empty as a new-made 
grave.---Has the humane earth, in pity 
to her children, entombed the deadly 
veapans ?- Where is the accurſed vo- 
lume ?. Where is the infernal altar? 2— 
Where 
Francesco. You e all laſt night, 
into the garden, and laid nn 
together. 
Pietro. Did I do that? Remembrance 
took no note of it. I feel a chaſm in 
my mind, where all is void between 
the firſt ſhock of this freezing diſcovery, 
and my waking beſide the body of my 
poor Benedetto. Well has delirium 
ſupplied the office of reaſon ! Hence to 
the garden, and let deyouring flames 
conſume theſe infernal engines or his and 
my — 


All 
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All his powers, collected for this laſt 
_ occaſion, left no appearance of age or 
debility in the old man, who acted with 
all the alacrity of youthful vigour, He 
ran to the hearth, ſnatched a brand from 


the fire, and ruſhed with Franceſco to 


the garden. In a moment, the pile was 
wrapt in fierce flames, that ſoon reduced 
it to a heap of dead aſhes. During this, 


his tortures had appeared ſuſpended, and 


his mind to have recovered ſome ſe- 
renity ; but as the flames expired, re- 


morſe reſumed her ſtern empire over 


him ; and he exclaimed, in a tone of 
frantic deſpair, I will ſtrew theſe glowing 
aſhes on my head! I will mingle them 

with my tears, in the cup which conſola- 


tion reaches to me, and drink them off, 


to my perdition. Ah! could they re- 
215 M | ſtore 
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ſtore my Benedetto, I would heap burn- - 
ing afflictions on my head, and drown 
myſelf in a ſea of forrows.——Ah ! no- 
thing, nothing can revive him ! nothing 
can abſolve me from the guilt of the 
abhorred deed ; no penances, no atone- 
ments. And ought a murderer to wiſh 
for mercy ? No; let Hell cruſh me with 
its whole weight of vengeance, and every 
race of men heap curſes on my head. 
In the church of St. Oliveta, a tomb 
ſhall be erected to Benedetto, on which, 
when Hell ſhall have taken me to itſelf, 
Iltt the tale of my horrid act be inſcribed ; 
and let the bones of the murderer 
moulder at the feet of his unhappy 
victim. Not that thereby eternal mercy 
may extend to my ſpirit, or that the 
W. ſhowered on him, may 
2 6 deſcend 
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deſcend on me; but that almighty 
juſtice may be reminded of my crime, 
and that no charitable pilgrim may paſs 
over my grave, without adding a curſe 
to the accumulated damnation chat 
preſſes upon me. 

Drooping and exhauſted, at length, 
Pietro collected the aſhes, and bore 
them to his chamber. The corpſe of 
Benedetto he filled with the moſt pre- 
cious ſpices, and eloathed it in a robe of 
white and ſilver. On the ſecond day, it 
vas interred in the church of St. Oliveta; 
and a perennial maſs was eſtabliſhed for 
the repoſe of the ſpirit. - 

All that Pietro had ſuffered previous 
to the interment of Benedetto, ſeemed to 
have been but the ſymptoms of what he 
endured afterwards: his perturbation 

M 2 then 
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then was comparatively relieved by his 
burſts and exploſions of reproach and 
indignation, Now held down by his 
wearineſs and imbecility, rent and burſt- 

ing with the impriſoned agonies of re- 
morſe and attrition, his whole ſoul was 
fixed on two images---his Benedetto 
floating in all the extacies of Heaven 
himſelf writhing in the torments of in- 
extinguiſhable Hell, and baited by re- 
lentleſs demons. He could not weep, 
nor ſob, nor ſigh: nature, at the laſt 
ebb, wanted ſtrength to free itſelf from 
its pains by any channel. Abſtracted 

from every thing around him, he was 
alive only to the ſtings of remorſe, which 

he cheriſhed as the ſole expiation of his 
crime, and which he hoped might miti- 
gate, though it could not revoke, the 
ſentence of everlaſting miſery. 


The 
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The day after Benedetto's burial, the 
unhappy Pietro confeſſed himſelf to the 
Abbot of St. Oliveta, and received ab- 
ſolution of his ſins, but diſtruſted its 
efficacy: his guilt ſeemed to him of ſo 
deep a dye, that not all the fires of pur= 
gatory could bleach him ; of ſo horrid a 
hue, that Heavenly mercy muſt ſtop 
ſhort, and ſhrink from it. He obtained 
from the Abbot permiſſion to be in- 
terred at the feet of Benedetto, and ta 
have their ſad hiſtory engraved on their | 
ſepulchre. For this, he deviſed the tenth 
of his property to the monaſtery, and 
bequeathed the reſidue to Franceſco, 
.  Contented on theſe two points, the mi- 
ſcrable Pietro grew more compoſed ; 
he ordered himſelf to be borne in his 
couch to the library, and placed before 

M3 the 


1 1 

the crucifix, on which he kept his eycs 
ever fixed, entreating from it ſome ſignal. 
of Heaven's mercy. He took neither 
nouriſhment nor medicine ; never turned 
his look from the image, nor opened his 
cloſe-compreſſed. lips, but to aſk ſome 
ſign of ſalvation. | 

Could the two moſt mortal oppoſites _ 
of nature, Life and Death, ever be 
united, they might be accounted ſo in 
Pietro. His body lay ſenſeleſs and mo- 
tionleſs as marble, the mere tomb of his 
ſpirit. No motion, nor convulſive ſhiver 
of the limbs, indicated the preſence 
even of diſtempered animation: no vital 
heat was perceptible to the moſt ex- 
quiſite touch; the keeneſt eye could 
diſcern no marks of reſpiration, Death 


had benumbed all the extremities, and 
carried 


(” 165: ). 


carried on his approaches to the citadel 
of life. At the heart, Pietro's powers 
made a laſt ſtand.---Here he felt a re- 
vulſion, which at once gave him al 
ſurance of life, and notice of inſtant ex- 
tinction. Death menaced every moment 

to quench the laſt ſpark of animation. 
On the third day, a ſleepy torpor (the 
ſhort flights of the ſoul, preparatory to 
her final departure) cloſed, ſometimes 
for hours, the eye-lids of the woe-worn 
Pietro. His awaking was indicated only 
by a flow and languid elevation of his 
eyes, and by a feeble, half-ſuppreſt cry 
of, A ſign, image of my Redeemer ! a 
ſign that my fins are forgiven me ! The 
| loudeſt noiſe could make no impreſſion 
on his ears; his eyes ſaw no object but 
the crucifix, which would have appeared 
to them, though it had been no longer 
M 4 actually 


( 168 ) 

actually preſent. Towards evening, as 
he revived from a ſtate between a doze 
and a trance, and re-commenced his 
faint, but earneſt ſupplication for ſome 
token of divine mercy, the wooden 
image thrice inclined its head. The 
laſt breath of Pietro's life, which had 
waited but for this bleſſing, exhaled in a 
tranſport of joy. -He exclaimed, God 
has forgiven me !---and cloſed his eyes 
for ever. oe 

His corpſe was depoſited inthe church 
of St. Oliveta, beſide his beloved Bene- 
detto. A ſuperb monument was erected 
over their grave, on which their dread- 
ful cataſtrophe was inſcribed as a warn- 
ing to poſterity. 


. _* Swinburne ſaw the ftone in 1777,—Vide 

| Swinburne's Journey through both the Sicilies, 

from the Year 1777 to 1780, Vol. III. | 
Already 


E 
Already had experience taught Fran- 


ceſco, that the enjoyment of riches was 


at ſome diſtance from the poſſeſſion of 
them. Ever ſince the death of Bene- 
detto, he had been the yirtual poſſeſſor 
of Pietro's property; and yet he had 
not once dared to indulge himſelf with 
the ſight of his Enemonde. He was 
compelled to watch over his wealth, 
like a dragon over ſubterranean gold. 
Never durſt he leave the bed of his 
dying kinſman, leſt the cowled legacy- 
hunters, who crouded about a ſick man 
like crows round diſtempered cattle, 
' ſhould come between him and his ex- 
pectations, and intercept his inheritance, 
He durſt not, in the preſence of his ex- 
piring relative, manifeſt the ſmalleſt ſign 
ol the inward ſatisfaction and triumph 
with 
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with which the proſpect of independence 
inſpired him, leſt the offended pride of 
the teſtaror might inſtigate him- to re- 
voke his act in the youth's favour, and, 
by too early a ſeizure of his prey, he 
might loſe it for ever. Scarcely was 
Pietro immured in the tomb, ere Fran- 
ceſco burſt, like a ſpring long held back 
from its proper bent, from the dreary 

conſtraint in which he had been retained; 
and ran to his lovely girl; his boſom 
felling with exultation, and his eyes 
flaſhing with the flame of joy, as the 
ſummer ſky with playful lightnings. 
As if a wall, that reached from earth 
to heaven, had been removed from be- 
tween them; as if both had juſt diff. 
engaged themſelves from vows of eternal 
chaſtity; as if each had eſcaped the 
Ry hands 
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hands of the executioner, Franceſco and 


Ene monde ruſhed into each other's 
arms. As if on that point only where 
they ſtood, was vital air to be inhaled; 

as if on that point only was earth below, 
and heaven above, they ſtood there, 


fixed and immovable. As if they feared 
that, at any the ſmalleſt interſtice, mis- 


fortune ſhould inſert his flaming ſword, 


to divide them, or place immeaſurable 
waſtes between their meeting, they ſtood 


cloſe conjoined, and inſeparable as plates 


of marble. Words ſeemed too mean a 


dreſs for their emotions of exultation, 
too incompetent repreſentatives of their 


tranſports, too dim a medium to convey” 
their ſentiments. Looks and ſighs, cloſe. 
embraces. and warm kiſſes, extatic mur- 
murs and fervent careſſes, are the rhe- 


toric 


[ 
| 
= 
$ 
7 
ö 
! 


1 AX D eee ele 


(' wa: 


toric of love; and, with all theſe 
tropes at their command, they were 
at no loſs to expreſs their mutual rap- 
ture, bt 
Long held their joy, ere words were 
thought of; and when they recurred to 
them, 'twas but at intervals, when 'a 
ſolitary monoſyllable would ſteal out 
mid a croud of kiſſes. My! thy! dear 
youth! ſweet girl! were alone employed, 
till doubt brought into play its- Can it 
be? is it poſſible? And finally, when joy 
grew leſs loud and riotous, Enemonde 
in melting accents aſked ; And art thou 
indeed mine, my beloved? And Fran- 
ceſco replied, in a voice of rapture ; 
I am indeed thine, my beloved? This 
made way for further diſcourſe, and re- 


. their lips to the uſe of language, 
Enemonde, 


(tn) 
Enemonde. And thou art really mine, 
joy of my life? once more aſſure me 
that thou art, and confirm my felicity. 
Is every impediment removed ? Does 
fortune no longer withhold her conſent 
to our union ? 
Franceſco. Every obſtruktion is le- 
velled with the ground, every chain is 
looſed from us. I am thine, thou mine, 
as ſure as joy is in thy arms, or miſery 
without them. Iron cheſts crammed 
with gold are mine, are thine; fields and 
vine yards are mine, and thine ; all that 
can baniſh care, or fix pleaſure, belongs 
to me and to thee, eee 
my happineſs! 
Enemonde. Welcome, fortune, thy 
gifts! ſince love is in their retinue. All 
are dear to me, but as the vehicle of my 
| Franceſco, 
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Franceſco. Was ever girl ſo bleſſed as 
I! riches in reſerve, youth and health in 
my frame, virtue in my heart, and my 
beloved in my arms, what is wanting to 
my felicity? and yet a chilling damp 
pervades my frame, and every pulſation 
of thy high ſtrung heart againſt my 
boſom, is to mine the ſtroke of a 
dagger. 1 ESTER | | 
Franceſco, What means this dark fore- 
boding ? But may not the rarefaction of 
ſudden and extreme joy ſtrain and tear the 
mind, as conduits are burſt by the vernal 
_ diſſolution of the long frozen water? 
Thou haſt not dared to credit the reports 
that ſpread of thine and my good fortune, 
and doubts ſtill combat within thee | 
againſt thy belief that I am heir to Pie- 
tro's opulence ? Thou canſt not truſt thy 
no n 
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ſenſes, when they aſſure thee of ſo much 

happineſs ? 
EVDiuemonde. How is it poſſible I mould 
believe that my wiſhes are ſo amply, ſo 
ſpeedily accompliſhed ? 

Franceſco. They are. Thou art mine, 
and I thine, till death ſhall divorce us. 


Enemonde. Oh yes, yes! thy kiſſes 


certify me of it. 

Franceſco. Let me imprint certainty on 
thy heart; on thy heſitating heart, that 
{till heaves dubious in _ ſwelling 
boſom. 

Enemonde. Stay thy licentious hand, 
dear youth! Expanſive joy may be too 
laviſh of her treaſures. | 

. Franceſco, Too laviſh to thy bride- 
* Can the houſe be too free to ita 

| maſter? 
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. 
maſter? Art thou not my bride; afid 
doſt thou fear a thief in thy huſband ? 
Euemonde. Remember, though thy 
bride, I am nat thy wife; and the ſhrine 
of modeſty may be approached but by 
the huſband. Thy lips may ſpeak thy 
love to me in every form of blandiſh- 
ment; mine 'ſhall anſwer them with 
kifſes ; but let my boſom be ſacred and 
inviolate. Some ſecrets muſt be un- 
veiled by the god of marriage; others 
even he ſhould leave in myſtery; and to 
the woman, who has left all her modeſty at 
the altar, the nuptial benediction ſhall be 
converted intoa curſe that will deſtroy her 
hymeneal felicity. What as a bride I may 
grant thee, I freely beſtow; but let us not 
ſtrip marriage of its harveſt, by reaping 
e 8 $M Its 
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its joys in the blade. What we beſtow on 
our lovers, is ſtolen from our huſbands, 
. - Franceſco. Oh, let me enjoy as both! 


have not I deſerved all that love and 


e ee 


EZuemonde. Oh, doubtleſs! won haſt 


merited every thing, 
wy Frances. Indeed I have, Didt Fre: 
but know, Enemonde, what I have 
atchieved ſince I ſaw thee! 


1 Enemonde, ] dare ſwear, PEP WE ing : 


Hercules. | ' 
i: Franceſco. Little leſs, believe me. 
Enemonde. I can imagine them, Thou 


haſt ſtrained dry eyes for tears, when ob- 


ſervation was on thee; thou haſt laboured 
to heave up ſighs of compaſſion, when 
all beat high and triumphant within thee. 
When * be ſoughteſt heaven for the 

N recovery 
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recovery of Pierro wich thy tongue, thy 


heart prayed for the, poſſeſſion of Ene- 
monde. Both thy wiſhes were not grati- 
fied; and what ſo painful as ungratified 
wiſhes? When Pietro ſlept, you watched; 
when he waked, you ſighed; poor youth 
when has ſleep compoſed thy weary eye- 
| lids? Appearances confirm my conjec- 
tures, Faſting and prayers have faded 
thy roly cheek, and macerated thy 
plump viſage. Ah, hypocrite ! never 
wert thou ſo lovely ! love has fluſhed thy 
complexion with his fineſt purple, and 
my every glance brings home freſh fuel to 
my paſſion, Ceaſe to ſtifle me with 
| kiſſes! ah, remove unn. 
from my boſom 

Franceſco, Ha! fay't thou mba 
hands? 


—— 


(C179) 
| Enemonds. I do not much depend on chy 


piety, Franceſco; I fear the church will) _ 


not gain much in thee, Thou wilt erect 
few altars; thou wilt not found _ 
cloĩſters. 1 82 uy 
Franceſco. Oh but _ I willl 
Enemonde. Really? and for once, his 
 bleflings ſhall remind man of his creator 


But what comes to you? You are not 


angry? forgive my raillery, deareſt 
youth, and kiſs me the kiſs of forgive. 
neſ not ſo, Franceſco, my lips, not 
my boſom, were guilty; let them then 
bear che Piment, or receive the 
| pardon, 

Franceſco, Why, ervel il, doſt thou 
exclude me from the elyſium of love ? I 
have ſwum through the nine belts of 
| N 2 Styx 
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Styx to arrive at it? ah, wo vel hve 1 


bought admiſſion! * 22 | 
 Enemond, Franceſco, repeat it once | 
again, and I will ſhut myſelf from thee, 
till thou leadeſt me to the altar.— Thy 
blood is liquid fire. 
Franceſco, And thine, congealed water, 
Aſter what I haye ventured for thee, to 
meet theſe ſhrinking apprehenſions ! Oh, 
Enemonde, didſt thou þut know what 
1 have done for thee, thou wouldſt n 
no ſacrifice ioo great for me. — 
Enemonde. Inſtruct me in theſe migh- 
aids that I may reward. them as 
they n, if 1 i be in my power to do 
| fo D | 4 
 Franctſeo Wilt thou reward them a8 
with thee? 


my) 


7 Enemotide. Should T find them ſd 
of ſuch a recompence. 

- Franceſco. Doſt thou eſteem it nothing, 
to have retained my. reaſon in the whirl- 
v ind of paſſion, when thou ſaidſt, I muſt | 
languiſh through eternal yeats, ere in thy 
arms I completed my happineſs. ' Was 
it nothing to ſtay the uplifted dagger of 
| ſuicide, and conſent to bear the load of 

life for thee ? . | 

 Enemonde. Deduct from that merit all 
that is due to ſelf love, and what ſhall I 
be thy debtor ? 

Franceſco. Doſt thou reckon it no- 
thing, to have retired, gnawn by jealouſy, 
into the habitation of torporific tediouſ- 
neſs, and to have ſworn never to be- 
come thy huſband during the life of 
Benedetto ? 


4 Enemonde. 
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+ Enewonde. Art thou inſane, Fran- 
ates thou couldſt not have e | 
the poſſeſſion of me. 1 
Fraucgſco. May you never ba m wine, 11 
did not! I confeſſed my paſſion for thee to 
Pietro, and laboured to win from his li- 
derafity a nuptial preſent, that might ſet 
ws above the reſtraints of poverty. He 
 Taged, as if I had revealed to him a ſa- 
crilege: he threatened to expel me from 
his houſe, to make Benedetto a monk, 
and to bequeath his treaſures to a mona- 
ſtery: he deaffened me with reproaches 
of my ingratitude, rent my heart with 
lamentations of his miſerable deſtiny, 
and ſo ſtaggered my underſtanding, that 
I beſought pardon, and received it only 

dn condition of this oath, which was fol- 
lowed by another, from the obſervance 

1 0 
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of which his death has releaſed me. On 
this, he led me to à ſecret apartment, 
unveiled a magical apparatus, promiſed 
me dominion over the ſpirits of the 
higher and nether worlds, and engaged 
to initiate me in all the myſteries of ne- 
cromancy. The life of Benedetto noc 
ſtood between thee and me ; my ſoul was 
toſt in all the agitation of jealouſy, and I 
wandered about like an unhappy exile 
far from all that was dear to me. In the 
full hurricane of paſſion I met Horatio, 
and ſaw in his cap one of the violet 
gloves which I gave thee. Was it no- 
thing, to refrain from murdering him, 
who bore mmm of thy 
preference? 

Enemonde. Oh, the preſumption of 
jealouſy, that ſport of every deluſion. 
N 4 con- 
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conceives its every conjecture infallible, £ 
its every inference unerring ! this glove 
on which, not an hour ſince, I was em- 
ployed, is the fellow to that thou r 
in the cap of Horatio. 

Franceſco. To this, to chis, dear per- 
fidious, which ſince that morn, I have 
eyer borne next my heart. 5 

 Enemonde. And of which behold the 
true companion. Have I detected my 
thief "at laſt? depend on a puniſhment 
for thy offence, thou ſpoiler. © I have 
ſought for it, as for a jewel dropt in long 
graſs. But ſee, is this, think you, a 
glove for my arm? look, thou dupe of 
jealouſy, how cloſe it clings to my hand, 
and fits like a ſkin to my fingers? Canſt 
thou not gueſs it was made for the luſty 
arm and full fingers of Horatio's mother, 
4 | The 
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The counteſs loves embroidered gloves, 
and Horatio requeſted me to work a pair 
for her to her fancy; I conſented ; his 
impatience ſnatcht from me the firſt 
finiſhed glove, ere its companion was 
completed, and in ſportive gallantry he 
placed it in his cap. Well mayſt thou 
bluſh at thy injurious ſuſpicions ! now 
boaſt that thou haſt not murdered the 
knight; now vaunt thy matchleſs vic- 
tories over paſſion, thou ſlave to jea- 
louſy ! 2 

Franceſco. Not ſo faſt, Enemonde; 
no at leaſt I will ſtate a ſervice that de- 
mands every acknowledgement. Having 
ſhaken off the demon of jealouſy, 1 fler 
to father Hilario, arid enquired of him 
if mortal citations could conſtrain ſpirits; 


you 
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you ſee no merit in refraining to murder | 
Pietro, the hoary impoſtor, who had de- 


5 frauded me of my only treaſure, " * 


cious Ene monde? ä 
Enemonde. Why didſt thou refrain ? 
that the ſword of avenging juſtice might 
not ſeparate thee from me for ever. 
Canſt thou call it virtue, to have de- 
ſiſted from a crime, which muſt have 
ruined thy ſoul's hopes, and counteracted 
thy firſt purpoſe. Magnanimous Samp- 
ſon! thou wouldſt not pull down ruin 
on thy lord, leſt thou ſhould'ſt be cruſhed 
with him. 720 
| Franceſeo. Not ſo faſt, fair one. Pe- 
nances, mortifications, and prayer were 
to adapt me for the great work of ſum- 
moning ſpirits. So Pietro directed; and 
1 nn curious to learn how far 
the 


| (an - 
the old liar would proceed with his de- 
ception. In the church of St. Oliveta 1 
knelt till my limbs were benumbed to 
ſtone, and ſpun out my foul in prayers, 
that God would render that true, which 
found reaſon declared impoſſible. Fired 
at length, I roſe, ſlid from the fide of 
Pietro, who abſorbed in his empty pro- 
jects, was as ſenſeleſs to every thing elſe 
as one of the wooden angels that ſupport 
the altar, walked round the church, and 
leaning my ear to a confeſſional box, 
heard the avowal of a penitent, who 
accuſed himfelf of incontinence with 
a certain Enemonde. As he turned his 
head, he appeared to me like Horatio. 
Enemonde. Let my face plead to the 
arraignment. How ſays it; guilty or 
not guilty ? "Abb 
| Franceſco, 
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. Franceſco. Not guilt, nor ſhame have 
power to change a feature of it. 
 Enemonde. Account that a competent 
witneſs, where long practice of crime 
has not rendered the ſoul callous to ac- 
cuſation ; where notorious depravity has 
not hardened the features to detection. 
Whether Orſalini was the penitent that 
thou haſt overheard, let this letter to 1 
father inform thee. 

She gave a paper to Franceſco, who 
haſtily unſolded it, and read: | 


e Caftle of Orſalini, St. Luke's day. 

« ] have already ordered my horſe 
&« for my journey to the Prince of Haute- 
« ville, with whom my firſt buſineſs 
4 ſhall be to procure a proviſion for the 


6 good Coroaldi, Before the cloſe of a 
- © month 
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** month I hope to bring him in perſon 
ce an aſſurance of it. Before then I do. 


* not expect to reviſit Salerno. ; 
| ' 2 FF Horatio Orfalini,” 


Enemonde. This is dated previous to 
the time when this ſuſpicious incident 
took place. Doſt thou giye yp the ve- 
racity of thy eyes, which inform thee of 
ſuch fallacies, _ | 5 

Francęſco. Grant I ns 1 retain credit 
for my hearing, which too plainly wit- 
neſſed Benedetto's declarations - that thy 
kiſs, was ſo ſeeet to him, and that thy 
touch /o thrilled him, 
 Enemonde., Heaven ou thee in 1 thy. 
ſenſes ! thou wilt be jealous of my wait» 
ing woman, if thou canſt fancy a child 
thy rival. 
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 Franceſeo. Let'me proceed, I beſeech 
you. Thy poſſeffion was to be obtained 
but by a deſperate act, and to that I 
ſtrained all my faculties, and . on 
neee 
Buemondt. Nothing les, 1 Fer, 
than my murder? _ 
 -Praniefes. That ſtroke 1 referved in wh 
eaſe of your perfidy. I found by chance, 
or rather love led me to the diſcovery, 
75 an old bear s- kin, which had probably 
been uſed by ſome ſcholar of Barliardo, 
at a carnival; an old monk deeply verſed | 
in chymiſtry had taught me to make 
fireworks, which ſhould emit thick 
fmoke, i dorms neee 
nuns 
 Enenonde. Franceſco, what poſſeſſes 
en 1 exceſſive joy has deranged 
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thy ſenſes, Or wilt thou ſeriouſly, and 
ſoberly perſuade. me, that I ſhould re- 
compence thee for pilfering orchards, or 
frightening old women ?—Let us adjourn 
this ſubject to another occaſion, 
of the windows of the myſterious cham- 
ber which looks into the garden, but 
leſt it apparently firm in its ſtation; I 
opened the magic volume in a part 
which contained an invocation to an in- 
fernal ſpirii | 

Euemonde. Art thou rte or 8 
Krious ? Let me go, Franceſco, I have 
much of my houſhold buſineſs to mind. 
Franceſco, Doſt thou fear already, that 

thy contempt for my merits was prema- 
ture? No, fair one, thou ſhall ſtay to do 
me Juſtice, Depending on Benedetto's 
curioſity 
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curioſity for the ſucceſs of my deſign, 1 
opened thepannel, which conceals the door 
leading to the ſecret apartment, in ſuch a 
manner, that the moſt” inattentive eye 
muſt have remarked it. When we were 
at maſs, Benedetto was accuſtomed to 
_ amuſe himſelf in the library. On the 
fifth morning of my preparation this was 
performed, when ſtealing unobſerved by 
Pietro; from the church, 1 cloathed my- 
ſelf in the bear's-fkin, and having pro- 
vided all my implements, concealed my- 
ſelf in the garden under the looſened 
window | 0 
| - Enemonde. To what rends all this idle 
farce, Franceſco? | 

-. Franceſco, Juſtly had I reafened on the 
| boy's cunoſity ; it drew him into the 
myſterious room, and to the altar; where 
he 
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he read the open page of the magic 
volume. While he was thus employed, 
I. flung a firework into the apartment, 
which filled it with thick vapour; then 
forcing in the window with a violent 
craſh, I ruſhed in, and finding him in a 
ſwoon, ſtrangled him with a pair of red 
hot pincers. 

Enemonde tore herſelf from. the arms 
of Franceſco, and flew to the tabernacle 
for protection as if a demon purſued her. 
For ſome minutes ſhe hid her face in the 
cover of the altar; at length raiſing her 
head, ſhe exclaimed; and is it then true? 
What? cried Franceſco, with alarm and 
agitation. 
Enemonde. That joy can be 3 
a kin to madneſs ? Des 2.” 
O Franceſco, 
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Franceſco. Thus was I liberated from 
my oath, was the future heir of Pietro, : 
and thy huſband. Was there any other 
road open to me ? Were there any other 
means in nature, to liberate me from the 
llavery into which the old deceiver had 
decoyed me? Had I murdered the boy in 
any other way, ſuſpicion of the fact muſt 
have fallen on me, and inſtead of reach- 
ing happineſs in thy arms, I had ruſhed 
upon an infamous death on the ſcaffold. 

But now the ſuſpicious vigilance, even of 

the prieſthood, is baffled; for before 
vat tribunal can they cite a demon? | 
Euemonde. Franceſco, art thou _ 
ſober ? 

Franceſco. Can Intoxication nee 


ſuch coherence ? I threw off my diſguiſe, 
* 


1 
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| evaded to the church, and thence with 


Barliardo to his manſion. What had 


happened was ſoon revealed to him, and | 


his diſtempered imagination laid him 
open to my deluſion, He fancied the 
boy had unconſciouſly ſummoned a 
fiend, who finding him without the 
circles had ſtrangled him. He called 


himſelf Benedetto's murderer, raved and 5 


wept, and gave himſelf up to remorſe 
and deſpair, till nature no longer ſufficed 


to his efforts, and he ſunk into languor 


and deſpondency. He lay motionleſs 
before the crucifix, and ſpent his laſt 
forces in aſking a ſign of heavenly for- 
giveneſs. My ſoft weakneſs at length 
moved me to compaſſion for the old 
ſwindler, who would have given me a 
book filled with falſchold and jargon as 
0 a recompence 


ff 
a recompence for the loſs of thy living 


and ſubſtantial treaſures; I mounted 


within the hollow image while he was in 
a doze, and moved its head thrice as he 
awoke. Pacified with this pledge of ſal- 
vation, he Iooſed his hold to life, and 


his ſoul took its flight to. Hell or 


Heaven. 
Enemonde. Strange, that delight ſhould 
operate ſo upon our ſenſes !. May I own, 


without exciting thy laughter, Franceſco, 


that thy love accents knell in my ears as 
if thou had'ſt murdered the good Pietro, 


and Benedetto, the ſweereſt boy that 


ever gamboled over the face of nature. 
Franceſco. Thy ears are faithful inter- 
preters: I have murdered: both; but 
cas to obtain thee, AL 
22 . 
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Entmonde. Then my eyes mult be falſe 
intelligencers. Thou haſt related to me 
a tale that makes every particle of my 
frame crawl within me, and methinks 
thy countenance has loſt nothing of its 
ſerenity, Thy eye balls do not ſtart from 
their ſockets, nor do thy hairs riſe like 
diſturbed ſerpents, 
Franceſco. The retroſpect of the deed 
leaves me as cool as eve, and compoſed 
as the ocean, when its mad tempeſts 
give place to halcyon calms. But when 
it was brewing in my inmoſt heart, while 
the nucleus was completing like a gather- 
ing cancer in my boſom ; while toſt on 
a ſea of paſſion, now hope raiſed me to 
Heaven and now jealouſy ſunk me to 
the centre; then was my whole frame 
ſhaken as with an earthquake, and the 
03 ſcirocco 


| 
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ſcirocco of Tartarus ſeemed to breathe 
on my ſoul. I inhaled burning ſulphur, 


and hot lava ran in my veins. 
Enemonde. Prove thyſelf a liar, I con- 


jure thee, Franceſco. 


Franceſco. Then muſt I prove truth 


_ a perjury. A raging fire inflamed my 


blood, when I found the fatal ſkin; it 
ſeemed as though the infernal deed was 


written in phoſphorus on every wall around 


me; and when I ſtranlged the artleſs boy, 
and the fiery pincers hiſſed in his neck, 
the furnace of Hell ſeemed to blaze 
around me. But, oh, ſuch an ague of 


the ſoul followed this fever! a chillnefs 


ſeized me, that congealed my blood, 
and benumbed all my ſinews. When 
lamenting over his nephew's body, Pie- 
tro accuſed himſelf of the crime 1 had 


perpetrated; 
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perpetrated ; when he exclaimed that all 
Gnners ſhould find mercy but the mur- 
derer of Benedetto ; when he fancied the 
wounds bled afreſh, and, infected by the 
contagious phrenſy, my eyes confirmed 
the deluſion, and a full confeſſion of my 
guilt was burſting impetuous from my 


lips; then, Enemonde, a rigid froſt 


crept on me that would have wrung a 
recantation of their faith from the firſt 
chriftians, who with unſhrinking forti- 
tude ſuſtained all the rage of fire, and 
mocked the ſearching knife of their ex- 
ecutioners: and into this furnace of in- 
tolerable fever, into this ice- pit of grip- 
ing froſt, I have caſt myſelf, to win thee, 


For thee, Enemonde, I murdered the in- 


nocent Benedetto ; for thee I have exiled 
myſelf | from Heaven, and incurred cer- 


04 tain 


tain perdition; and now ſay, if obduracy 
to conviction will permit thee,” that I 
haye not deſerved all thou canſt nm 
on me. i 

, Enemonds. If thou haſt done this, if it 
can be true— 

 Franceſes. Trifle not with my OY 

tience ! T have done it, tis true. 

Enemonde. Then art thou the moſt 
Execrable monſter that eyer Hell brought 
forth for the deſtruction of man, 
Franceſco, So be it! In thy arms I wait 
my regeneration to humanity, | 
F£Enemonaz. If ever they enfold thee, 
may it be their eternal lot to fondle 
devils ! Ha, ſhall I live under one roof | 
with thee, thou murderer of inhocence ? 
Shall I kiſs lips that ſpoke honied words 
to him, whoſe loved flower their breath 
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had blaſted ? Shall I ſuffer hands abeut 
my neck that have been embrued in the 
blood of the gentle Benedetto? Caſt me 
into the eſcargatory of Hell, where 
crawl unnumbered toads and adders; 3 
there let hunger whip me till I devour 
their poiſonous fleſh, and thirſt ſcorch 
me till I lick the ſlime from their madid 
ſkins; I will rather live an eternity in that 
den than one hour in thy arms. 

Franceſca, Enemonde, I hope, pre- 
ſent ſurpriſe over-rules thy ſettled pur- 
poſe, I hope, you remember your oath 


* An eſcargatory is a magazine or nurſery 
for ſnails frequent in monaſteries, ſituate in inland 
countries, where the ſcarcity of fiſh reduces the 
religious, of both ſexes, to feed during their folemn 


faſts ap e 


to 
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to be mine, were I a maſs of depravitics 


and ahominations, 


 Enemonde. Though that \ vow, which 
eſcaped me in the phrenſy of paſſion, 
had reached the preſence of God and 
hung perdition over me, I violate it. 
Did'{ thou think, monſter, the blood of 
innoce nce 4 grateful ſacrifice to the beart 
of 2 woman. Did'ſt thou think, I would 


Jull thee to ſleep on my boſom ? thee, 


whom the executioner and the wheel ſhall 


conſign to damnation? Away, murderer ! 


roll Alps and Apennines betwixt us; Al- 
mighty Heaven, place immenſity be- 


tween us ! Away, wretch, for whom my 
tortured imagination can find no adequate 


term of abhorrence ; away, nor infect the 
ambient air with thy poiſons, | 
Franceſco. Ene monde! kiten - to me, 


my beloved. 


Enemonde. | 


(y 3 

Enemonde. My ears are henceforth deaf 
to thy blandiſhments, and thy love mur- 
murs ſhall ſound like the convulſive 
rattle of thy dying victim. 
Franceſco. Enemonde, I warn you 
drive me not to madneſs; my blood 
begins to boil with fury, and thou know'ſt 
I am fleſhed to murder. Enemonde, 
ceaſe thus to treat me] Have I not done 
all this to obtain thee ? O thou ineffably 
my beloved, ſpeak conſent and conſo- 
lation to me. Say thou art mine; art 
thou not the price of my perdition? 

Enemonde. May an opened grave be my 
nuptial couch, a putrid corpſe my bride- 
groom, ſooner than thee; thou Gorgon to 
my ſight ! Hence, murder me not with 
thy aſpect. 
Franceſco, Obſerve your oath, Ene- 
monde! give me my recompence, 
Enemonde. 


1 
Enemonde. No other recompence can 
I give thee than curſes,” contempt and 
eternal hatred. As ſure——ſhe ſnatch- 
ed a knife from the table, and unlooſing 
her long treſſes, cut them off. as ſure 
as theſe locks will never more adorn my 
| head, fo ſure enter into the moſt rigid 
cloiſter, there to expiate in ſevereſt 
penance the crime of having loved a 
monſter that diſgraces humanity, | 
Franceſco. Ha, is this my recompence? 
But ſtill I love thee, and 1 I ſhorten 
thy ſufferings, 
He attempted to wreſt the knife 115 
her hands, but in vain : ſhe threw it out 
of the window, and cried for help againſt 
murder, Franceſco fled with precipita- 
tion. | | 
As if the girl had revealed his guilt to 
the whole city, he ran affrighted and 

goaded 


„ 
goaded by avenging furies through Sa- 
lerno, ruſhed to the ſea ſhore, mounted 
the higheſt ſummit of a chain of rocks, 
and flung himſelfheadlong down. Where 
he ſhould deſcend, conſternation had left 
him no power to conſider or enquire ; he 
fell on a ſhoal, that but juſt roſe above 
the ſurface of the water. The vital parts 
remained uninjured from the fall, but a 
ſharp angle of the rock, which grazed 
him in the deſcent, had torn his left 
cheek from the bone, which it had 

broken ; and both his legs and one arm 
. were fractured. Death, into whoſe ſoft 
downy arms he meant to fink, had 
placed a bed of ſtone to receive him, 
ſtre wn with tortures. | 
For ſome time Franceſco's cruſhed 
frame lay void of life and feeling ; then 
2 the 
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the trembling pulſe. recovered a feeble 
motion, ſudden ſpaſms ſhook his nerves, 
and his reſpiration preſt laborious through 
his clenched teeth. He had been in a 
ſwoon of anguiſh, not of death, and his 

foul ſoon found itſelf alive under the 
ruins of its ſhattered hut. The refreſh- 
ing breezes, which played on the water, 
brought him to himſelf, and enabled him 
to ſee and feel every pang his torturer 
had prepared for him. His firſt look 
was to his maimed limbs, where-he ſaw 
his blood and marrow ſoaking through 
his veſtments. Pain had infixed her vi- 

per tooth in the ſeat of ſenſibility, and 
inſinuated her ſubtle venom. He ſought | 

to approach the edge of the rock, but 
could not ſtir himſelf; death had bound 


him for execution on a ſtage of torture 


where 
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where he lay immovable. A burning 
fever, kindled by anguiſh, raged in his 
blood, to which the heat of the meridian 
ſun, reflected from the rocks and water, 
gave additional violence. 

In the green mirror that encompaſſed 
him he ſaw the wall of rocks reflected, 
that cut him off from the land; he heard 
the waves daſhing againſt their baſe, and 
the horrors of his ſituation opened on 
him. As the objects diſengage them- 
| ſelves from darkneſs when the orient 
morn ſtands effulgent on the eaſtern 
hills, her ſtarting place, the miſerable, 
guilty Franceſco, ſaw his deeds riſe | 
before him, and at. firſt his too precipi- 
tate ſuicide appeared the moſt obnoxiol 
of his offences. He lamented that he 


bad left his dearly purchaſed wealth un- 
enjoyed, 


( of 
enjoyed, which had lured nymplis to his 
arms, before whoſe beauties the charms 
of Enemonde had veiled their diminiſh- 
cd luſtre in ſhame and envy, and who 
had richly conſoled him for the loſs of 
his ungrateful fair. Regret ſtimulated 
him to vain ſtruggles for eſcape ; loud 
were his cries for aſſiſtance, but none 
heard them: no veſſel; however ſmall, 
approached the dangerous ſhoal in which 
he had involved himſelf. ' Flies, waſps, 
and hornets ſwarmed about his battered 
viſage, from which he had no theans of 
driving them; inſerted their ſuckers into 
his torn fleſh, and ſated themſelves with 
his blood and juices. The looſe ſpray 
of the ſea was caſt over him by the 
breeze, and wherever the briny drops 
fell into his wounds, they gave a keener 
| . 
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edge to his torments. He cried to 
Heaven and to men for reſcue ; juſtified 
and curſed his deed ; called Pietro and 
Orſalina his murderers; beſought the All- 
gracious to terminate his miſery, to open 
an abyſs beneath him, to draw down the 
rocks on his head. He ſtrained his 
nerves by vain efforts, and ſtung with 
' agony, cut new wounds in his fleſh by 
uſeleſs ſtruggles, The torrid ſun bliſtered 
and peled the ſkin from his face and 


neck; and burning thirſt ſeared his pa- 


late. He lay on the moſt excruciating 
engine, on which Hell ever martyred its 
victims, till the evening, and till the 


morning again; without ſleep, without 


any mitigation of his anguiſh, which re- 


doubled with every freſh pang. His 
ſtrength was annihilated, and did not 
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ſuffice to the fainteſt motion or groan. 
A cormorant lighted on him and ate out 


his eyes. 


Towards the evening of the ſecond 
day, the riſing winds howled a note of 
comfort to the wretched ſufferer; the 
ſca curled into higher waves, and the 
diſtant thunder growled in hoarſe mur- 
murs. The miſerable object of ſuch 


accumulated tortures implored Heaven 


to bury him beneath the ocean, or to hurl 
its flaming bolts at his head. The tem- 
peſt grew more obſtreperous ; the winds 
raiſed the waters mountains high, and 
hoiſted them far over the rock, where lay 
the ſuffering ſinner. One of the waves 


in its return bore his mangled body into 
the ſea, and com 


vleted and terminated 
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